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PREFACE. 


THE  following  Selection  is  designed  for  the 
use  of  young  persons  at  that  early  period  of  life 
when  poetry  first  begins  to  attract  the  attention. 
A  book  of  this  description  seemed  to  be  wanting ; 
7iumberless  poetical  collections  have  been  formed, 
professing  to  be  applicable  to  every  stage  of  life ; 
but  it  must  be  obvious  to  all  that  a  distinction  ought 
to  be  made.  ^Miscellanies  compiled  for  persons  of 
riper  years  have  for  their  objects  the  sublimer 
themes  of  verse,  exquisite  colouring  and  finish  ; 
a7id,  in  short,  every  thing  that  can  inn  the  ear,  the 
passions,  and  the  affections  of  a  sensible  and  re- 
fined being.  But  in  publications  intended  to  meet 
the  eye  of  youth,  purity  of  thought  should  be  most 
particularly  regarded. 

In  the  present  work,  the  latter  requisite  has  been 
iUtbttaty  attended  to;  not  indeed  by  rejecting 


PREFACE. 


those  poems  that  were  at  once  beautiful  and  faulty, 
but  by  expunging  every  passage  in  them  which 
might  prove  injurious. 

By  this  means  a  selection  lias  been  formed  from 
our  most  admired  bards,  embracing  a  very  exten- 
sive range  of  objects.  To  that  sex  whom  nature 
has  Jittedfor  the  more  active  and  intricate  walks  of 
life,  such  a  book  must  surely  prove  acceptable ;  as 
uniting  information  to  guide,  morality  to  oppfnicf, 
and  piety  to  support  them  in  the  performance  of 
their  respective  duties. 

Nor  have  the  interests  of  the  female  sex  been 
less  regardtd:  nothing  that  could  in  any  degree 
offend  on  the  one  hand,  or  mislead  on  the  other, 
has  been  admitted.  Such  pieces  as  tend  to  the  ad- 
vancement of  religious  and  moral  rectitude  have 
been  anxiously  sought  after,  and  mingled  with  the 
other  contents  of  the  volume. — Religion  is  the  best 
guardian  of  the  feminine  virtues;  and  when  it  is 
considered  how  essejitial  those  virtues  are  to  the 
happiness,  the  fortune,  and  the  fame  of  every  in- 
dividual, no  undertaking  irill  be  deemed  nugatory 
that  aspires  at  an  advantage  so  high  and  universal. 
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Allegory  has  been  very  sparingly  introduced; 
natural  description  on  the  present  occasion  appeared 
to  be  in  all  respects  preferable. 

The  pitces  are  generally  short,  by  which  means  a 
great  end  in  collections  of  this  nature — that  of  com- 
mitting the  different  subjects  to  memory — is  much 
facilitated;  and  the  task  u'hich  would  otherwise 
often  seem  intolerable,  becomes  a  pleasing  and 
voluntary  one. 

The  arrangement,  it  will  be  seen,  is  promiscuous  ; 
but  it  was  not  made  without  some  attention. 
Variety  was  principally  studied.  In  the  early 
pages  of  the  work,  the  lighter  pieces  are  somewhat 
more  numerous  than  in  the  latter.  ThrougJiout 
the  whole  of  the  volume,  and  particularly  towards 
the  end,  the  reader  will  meet  with  numerous  se/ec- 
tions  and  extracts  from  living  autJiors,  not  to  6« 
found  in  any  other  similar  publication. 

The  plan  of  introducing  wood  cuts  has  not  been 
adopted.      It   was  thouglit   more  eligible,   on   the 
present  occasion,  to  apply  the  expense  attendant  on 
JB3 
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embellishments  of  this  description  towards  enlarging 
the  contents  of  the  book. 

It  may  not  be  unnecessary  to  add,  that  the  selec- 
tion contains  upwards  of  two  hundred  pieces  in 
Terse,  gleaned  with  considerable  labour  from  the 
most  copious  sources,  and  forming  as  large  a  mans 
of  poetry  as  works  of  double  the  price  usually  con- 
tain. 

Whatever,  therefore,  may  be  the  reception  of 
this  little  rvlume,  the  Compiler  submits  it  to  the 
Public,  with  a  hope  that  it  may  not  be  wholly  un- 
profitable to  those  for  whose  use  it  is  intended. 
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HYMN. 

]L  i  O W  cheerful  along  the  gay  mead 

The  daisy  and  cowslip  appear  1 
The  flocks,  as  they  carelessly  teed , 

Kejoice  in  the  spring  of  the  year. 
The  myrtles  that  deck  the  gay  bowers, 

The  herbage  that  springs  frovn  the  sod, 
Trees,  plants,  cooling  fruits,  and  sweet  flowers, 

All  rise  to  the  praise  of  my  God. 

Shall  man,  the  great  master  of  all, 

The  only  insensible  prove  I 
Forbid  it,  fair  gratitude's  call ! 

Forbid  it,  devotion  and  love  ! 
The  Lord  who  such  wonders  could  rai*e, 

And  still  can  destroy  with  a  nod, 
My  lips  shall  incessantly  praise, 

My  soul  shall  be  wrapt  in  my  God  ! 

ORATORIO  OF  ABEL. 
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THE  PROSPECT. 

SEE  on  the  mountain's  southern  side, 
Where  the  prospect  opens  wide, 
Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide, 
How  close  and  small  the  hedges  lie  ! 
AVhat  streaks  of  meadows  cross  the  eye  ! 
A  step,  methinks,  may  pass  the  stream, 
So  little  distant  dangers  seem : 
So  we  mistake  the  future fs  face, 
Eyed  through  Hope's  deluding  glass. 
As  yon  summits  soft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air, 
Which,  to  those  who  journey  near. 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear; 
Still  we  tread  the  same  coarse  way  5 
The  present  Ts  still  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myself  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  see  I 
Content  me  with  an  humble  shade. 
My  passions  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid  j 
For  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll, 
We  banish  quiet  from  the  soul : 
*Tis  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air, 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 


CONTRITION. 
O  THOU,  whose  tender  mercy  hoars 

Contrition's  humble  sighs  ; 
\V   -<>e  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 

From  borrow  \s  weeping  eyu*  ; 
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Sec,  low  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  mourn  : 
Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  fac«  1 

Hast  thou  not  said — '  Return  '.'* 

And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail, 

To  drive  me  from  thy  feet  ( 
Oh  !  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 

This  only  safe  retreat. 

Absent  from  thee,  my  Guide  !  my  Light ! 

Without  one  cheering  ray  ; 
Through  dangers,  fears,  and  gloomy  night, 

How  desolate  my  way  ! 

Oh  !  shine  on  this  benighted  heart  • 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine  ! 
And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 

A  taste  of  joys  divine. 

MRS.  STEELE. 


FALSE  GAIETY. 

WHOM  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  boen  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay — the  lark  is  gay, 
That  dries  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew, 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  overshoot  his  humble  nest. 
The  peasant  too,  a  witness  of  his  song, 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gaiety  of  those 
Whose  head-achs  nail  them  to  a  noon-day  bed  ; 
B2 
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And  save  me  too  from  those  whose  haggard  eves 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pan^s 
For  property  stripp'd  oft'  by  cruel  chance  ; 
From 'gaiety  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain, 
Tlia  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  woe. 

tOWPER. 


THE  ALPS  AT  DAY-BREAK. 

-    THE  sun -beams  streak  the  azure  skies, 
And  line  with  light  the  mountain's  brow  : 
With  hounds  and  horns  the  hunters  rise, 
And  chase  the  roebuck  thro'  the  snow. 

From  rock  to  rock,  with  giant-bound, 
High  on  their  iron  poles  they  pass  ; 
Mute,  lest  the  air,  convuls'd  by  sound, 
Rend  from  above  a  frozen  mass.* 

The  goats  wind  slow  their  wonted  way, 
Up  craggy  steeps  and  ridges  rude  ; 
Mark'd  by  the  wild  wolf  for  his  prey, 
From  desart  cave  or  hanging  wood. 

And  while  the  torrent  thunders  loud, 
And  as  the  echoing  cliffs  reply, 
The  huts  peep  o'er  the  morning-cloud, 
Perch'd,  like  an  eagle's  nest,  on  high. 

ROGERS. 

*  There  are  passes  in  the  Alps,  where  the  guides  tell 
you  to  move  on  with  speed,  and  say  nothing,  lest  the 
agitation  of  the  air  should  loosen  the  snows  above. 
GRAY'S  MEMOIRS,  sect.v,  let.  4. 
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GRATITUDE  TO  A  MOTHER. 

THY  Mother  honour — for  her  arms 
Secur'd  thee  from  a  thousand  harms  : 
When,  helpless,  hanging  on  her  breast, 
She  sooth 'd  thy  infant  heart  to  rest : 
Thoughtful  of  thee,  before  the  day 
Shot  through  the  dark,  its  rising  ray  ; 
Thoughtful  of  thee,  when  sable  night 
Again  had  quenched  the  beams  of  light ; 
To  Heaven,  in  ceaseless  pray'r  for  thee, 
She  rais'd  her  hand,  and  bent  her  knee. 
Neglect  her  not,  when  feeble  grown  ; 
Oh  !   make  her  wants  and  woes  thy  own  ; 
Let  not  thy  lips  rebel ;  nor  eyes, 
Her  weakness,  frailty,  years,  despise. 
From  youthful  insolence  defend  : 
Be  patron,  husband,  guardian,  friend. 
Thus  shalt  thou  soothe,  in  life's  decline, 
The  mis'ries,  that  may  all  be  thine. 


ITALY. 

FAR  to  the  right,  where  Apennine  ascends, 
Bright  as  ihe  summer,  Italy  extend*  ; 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side, 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride  ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  mould'ring  tops  between 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 

Bl 
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Could  Nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast, 
The  sons  of  Italy  were  surely  blest. 
Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  are  found, 
That  proudly  rise,  or  humbly  court  the  ground  ; 
Whatever  bloomjr  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whose  bright  succession  decks  the  varied  year  ; 
Whatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die  : 
These,  here  disporting,  own  the  kindred  soil, 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
While  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand, 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

GOLDSMITH. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  WITH  A  WATCH. 

WHILE  this  gay  toy  attracts  thy  sight, 

Thy  reason  let  it  warn : 
And  seize,  my  dear,  that  rapid  time, 

That  never  must  return. 

If  idly  lost,  no  art  or  care 

The  blessing  can  restore  ; 
And  Heav'n  requires  a  sirict  account 

Of  evVy  luivj.t-nt  hour. 

Short  is  our  longest  day  of  life, 

And  soon  its  prospect  ends  ; 
Yet  on  that  day's  uncertain  date, 

Eternity  depends. 
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\  et  equal  to  our  being's  aim 

The  space  to  virtue  giv'n ; 
And  ev'ry  minute  well  improved 

Secures  an  age  in  Heav'n. 

MRS.  CARTER. 

^-^xvx-.x'.^ 

VIRTUE. 

VIRTUE,-  the  strength  and  beauty  of  the  soul, 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven  :  a  happiness 
That 'even  above  the  smiles  and  frowns  of  fate 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites  :  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  to  baser  hands 
Can  be  transfer 'd  :  it  is  the  only  good 
Man  justly  boasts  of,  or  can  call  his  own. 

ARMSTRONG. 


BENEVOLENCE. 

FROM  the  low  pray  V  of  want,  and  plaint  of  woe, 
O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear  I 

Forlorn  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 

Ah  !  what  were  man,  should  Heav'n  refuse  t* 
hear ! 

To  others  do  (the  law  is  not  severe) 

What  to  thyself  thou  wishest  to  be  done  :. 
Forgive  thy  foes,  and  love  thy  parents  dear, 

And  friends  and  native  land  :  nor  those  alone  ; 
All  human  weal  and  woe  learn  thou  to  make  thinw 
own. 

BEATTIE. 
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A   BIRTH-DAY. 

SWIFT  as  the  winged  arrow  flies, 
My  time  is  hastening  on  ; 

Quick  as  the  lightening  from  the  skies, 
My  wasting  moments  run. 

My  follies  past,  O  GOD  forgive  : 

My  ev'ry  sin  subdue  : 
And  teach  me  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  glory  in  my  view. 

Oh  !  let  thy  spirit  lead  me  still 

Along  the  happy  road  : 
Conform  me  to  thy  holy  will, 

My  father,  and  my  GOD  ! 

Another  year  of  life  is  past : 
My  heart  to  Thee  incline  ; 

That  if  this  year  may  be  my  last, 
It  may  be  wholly  thine. 


THE  MOUSE'S  PETITION. 

O  HEAR  a  pensive  prisoner's  prayer, 

For  liberty  that  sighs  : 
And  never  let  thine  heart  be  shut 

Against  the  wretch's  cries ! 

For  here  forlorn  and  sad  I  sit 

Within  the  wiry  grate  ; 
And  tremble  at  the  approaching  morn 

Which  brings  impending  tkte. 
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If  e'er  thy  breast  with  freedom  glowed, 

And  spurn'd  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Let  not  thy  strong  oppressive  force 

A  free-born  mouse  detain. 

O  do  not  stain  with  guiltless  blood 

Thy  hospitable  hearth, 
Nor  triumph  that  thy  wiles  betray  M 

A  prize  so  little  worth  ! 

The  scattered  gleanings  of  a  feast 

My  frugal  meals  supply  : 
But  if  thine  unrelenting  heart 

That  slender  boon  deny, 

The  cheerful  light,  the  vital  air, 

Are  blessings  widely  given  ; 
Let  nature's  commoners  enjoy 

The  common  gifts  of  heaven. 

The  well-taught  philosophic  mind 

To  all  compassion  gives, 
Casts  round  the  world  an  equal  eye, 

And  feels  for  all  that  lives. 


MRS.  BARBAL'LD. 


IGNORANCE  OF  OUR  FATE. 

Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book  of  Fate, 
All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  state  ; 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits*  know ; 
Or  who  could  suffer  Being  here  below  ? 
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The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 

Had  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  ? 

Pleas 'd  to  the  last,  he  crops  the  flow'ry  food, 

And  licks  the  hand  just  rais'd  to  shed  his  blood. 

Oh  blindness  to  the  future  !  kindly  given, 

That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  Heaven  ; 

Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 

A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall ; 

Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurl'd  ; 

And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world. 


VIRTUE  ADDRESSING  THE  YOUNG. 

OF  Pleasure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
Nor  venture  near  her  fatal  snare  : 
Virtue  unwelcome  truths  may  tell ; 
But  mark  my  sacred  lesson  well  : 

With  ME  true  pleasure's  found — for  know, 
I'm  all  that's  happiness  below. 

To  Vice  I  leave  tumultuous  joys  ; 
Mine  is  the  still  and  softer  voice, 
That  whispers  peace,  when  storms  invade, 
And  music,  through  the  midnight  shade. 
Come,  then,  be  mine  in  ev'ry  part, 
Nor  give  me  less  than  all  your  heart  : 
When  troubles  discompose  your  breast, 
I'll  enter  there  a  cheerful  guest : 
My  converse  shall  your  cares  beguile  : 
The  little  world  within  shall  smile. 


POETICAL  MORALIST. 


And,  when  the  closing  scenes  prevail  ; 
When  wealth,  state,  pleasure,  all  shall  tail  ; 
All  that  a  thoughtless  world  admires, 
Or  passion  craves,  or  pride  inspires  ; 
At  that  important  hour  of  need, 
VIRTUE  shall  prove  a  friend  indeed  ! 
My  hands  shall  smooth  thy  dying  bed; 
My  arms  sustain  thy  drooping  head: 
And,  when  the  painful  struggle's  o'er, 
And  that  vain  thing,  the  world,  no  more  ; 
I'll  bear  my  fav'rite  child  away, 
To  rapture,  and  eternal  day. 

COTTON. 


THE  COUNTRY  CHURCH-YARD. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid,  [heap, 

The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing  morn, 

The  swallow,  twitt'ringfrom  the  straw-built  shed, 

The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  thorn  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  burn. 

Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 
Nor  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 

Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 


POETICAL  MORALIST. 


Oft  did  the  harvest  to  their  sickle  yield  ; 

Their  furrow  oft  the  stubborn  glebe  has  broke  ; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  teams  afield  I 

How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy 
stroke  !• 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  useful  toil, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure  ; 

Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor, 


HOPE. 

AUSPICIOUS  Hope  !  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  for  every  woe  : 
Won  by  their  sweets,  in  Nature's  languid  hour, 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  bower ; 
There,  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  wing, 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring  I 
What  viewless  forms  th'  /Eolian  organ  play, 
And  »weep  the  furrow'd  lines  of  r.nxious  thought 
away ! 

CAMPBELL. 


ODE  ON  SOLITUDE. 

HAPPY  the  man  whose  \\ish  and  care 
A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air 

Jn  his  own  "-round! 
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Whose  herds  with  milk,  whose  fields  with  bread, 
Whose  flocks  supply  him  with  attire, 
Whose  trees  in  summer  yield  him  shade, 
In  winter  fire. 

Blest,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 
Hours,  days,  and  years  slide  soft  away, 
Jn  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 
Quiet  by  day  ; 

Sound  sleep  by  night,  study  and  ease 
Together  mix'd  ;  sweet  recreation  : 
And  innocence,  which  most  does  please, 
Wuh  meditation. 

Thus  let  me  live,  unseen,  unknown, 
Thus  unlamented  let  me  die  ! 
Steal  f;om  the  world,  and  not  a  stone 
Tell  where  I  lie. 


THE  MORAL  TRAVELLER. 

E'EN  now,  where  Alpine  solitude?  ascend, 
I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend  ; 
And  plac'd  on  high,  above  the  storm's  career, 
Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  appear  ; 
Jjakes,  forests,  cities,  plains,  extending  wide, 
The  3omp  of  kings,  the  shepherd's  humbler  pride. 

When  thus  Creation's  charms  around  combine, 
Amidst  the  store,  should  thankless  pride  repine  1 
Say,  should  the  philosophic  mind  disdain 
That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom  vain  I 
C 
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Let  school-taught  pride  dissemble  all  it  can, 
These  little  things  are  great  to  little  man  ; 
And  wiser  he,  whose  sympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind,     [crown M  ; 
Ye  glitt'ring  towns,    with  wealth  and  splendour 
Ye  fields,  where  summer  spreads  profusion  round  ^ 
Ye  lakes,  whose  vessels  catch  the  busy  gale  ; 
Ye  bending  swains,  that  dress  the  flow'ry  vale  ; 
For  me  your  tributary  stores  combine  : 
Creation's  heir  !  the  world,  the  world  is  mine  ! 

GOLDSMITH. 

*"**•**••*•*** 

THE  CREATION. 

THE  spacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 
And  spangled  Heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  original  proclaim  : 
Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  pow'r  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land, 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale. 
And  nightly  to  the  list'ning  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  : 
Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 
What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball  I 
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What  tho'  nor  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  I 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
For  ever  singing  as  they  shine, 
'<*  The  hand  that  made  us  is  Divine." 

ADDISON, 


THE  FAITHFUL  DOG. 

RECALL  the  traveller,  whose  alter 'd  form. 
Has  borne  the  buffet  of  the  mountain-storm  ; 
And  who  will  first  his  fond  impatience  meet  ? 
His  faithful  dog's  already  at  his  feet ! 
Yes,  tho'  the  porter  spurn  him  from  his  door, 
Tho'  all,  that  knew  him,  know  his  face  no  more, 
His  faithful  dog  shall  tell  his  joy  to  each, 
With  that  mute  eloquence  which  passes  speech. 
And  see,  the  master  but  returns  to  die ! 
Yet  who  shall  bid  the  watchful  servant  fly  ? 
The  blasts  of  heaven,  the  drenching  dews  of  earth, 
The  wanton  insults  of  unfeeling  mirth  ; 
These,  when  to  guard  Misfortune's  sacred  grave, 
Will  firm  Fidelity  exult  to  brave. 

ROGERS. 


TO  A  HEDGE-SPARROW. 

LITTLE  flutter  !  swiftly  flying, 
Here  is  none  to  harm  thee  near ; 

Kite  nor  hawk  nor  school-boy  prying ; 
Little  flutt'rer !  cease  to  fear. 
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One  who  would  protect  thee  ever 
From  the  school-boy,  kite  and  hawk, 

Musing,  now  obtrudes,  but  never 
Dreamt  of  plunder  in  his.  walk, 

He  no  weasel  stealing  slily 

Would  permit  thy  eggs  to  take  ; 

Nor  the  pole-cat,  nor  the  wily 
Adder,  nor  the  writhed  snake. 

May  no  cuckoo  wandering  near  thee 

Lay  her  egg  within  thy  nest, 
Nor  thy  young  ones,  born  to  cheer  the*, 

Be  destroy'd  by  such  a  guest  I 

Little  flutt'rer  !  swiftly  flying, 
Here  is  none  to  harm  thee  near  ; 

Kite  nor  hawk  nor  school-boy  prying  ; 
Little  flutt'rer  !  cease  to  fear. 

ANTHOLOGfr. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY. 

FATHER  of  light  and  life !  Thou  good  supreme! 
O  teach  me  what  is  good.     Teach  me  thyself! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure  ; 
Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss  ! 

THOMSON. 
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VIRTUE  THE  SOURCE  OF  HAPPINESS. 

KNOW  then  this  truth — (enough  for  man  to 
"  Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below  ;"  [know) 

The  only  point  where  human  bliss  stands  still, 
And  tastes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill : 
Where  only  merit  constant  pay  receives, 
Js  blest  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives; 
The  joy  unequall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain  ; 
And  if.it  lose,  attended  with  no  pain  ; 
Without  satiety,  tho'  e'er  so  blest, 
And  but  more  relish'd  as  the  more  distrest : 
The  broadest  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 
Less  pleasing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears: 
Good,  from  each  object,  from  each 
For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd ; 
Never  elated  while  one  man  's  opprest ; 
Never  dejected  while  another  's  blest  • 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wishes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wish  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

POPE. 


IMAGINARY  SICKNESS. 

SAY  ye,  oppressed  by  some  fantastic  woes, 
Some  jarring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repose  ; 
Who  press  the  downy  couch,  while  slaves  advance 
With  timid  eye,  to  read  the  distant  glance ; 
Who  with  sad  prayers  the  weary  doctor  tease 
To  name  the  nameless  ever-new  disease  ; 
Who  with  mock-patience  dire  complaints  endure., 
Which  real  pain,  and  that  alone,  can  cure  j 
C3 
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How  would  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie, 
Despis'd,  neglected,  left  alone  to  die  ? 
How  would  ye  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath. 
Where  all  that's  wretched  paves  the  way  for  death  ? 

CRABBB. 


THE  KID. 

A  TEAR  bedews  my  Delia's  eyt 
To  think  yon  playful  kid  must  die  ; 
From  crystal  spring,  and  flowery  mead, 
Must,  in  his  prime  of  life,  recede. 

Erewhile,  in  sportive  circles,  round 
She  saw  him  wheel,  and  frisk,  and  bound ; 
From  rock  to  rock  pursue  his  way, 
And  on  the  fearful  margin  play. 

Pleas'd  on  his  various  freaks  to  dwell, 
She  saw  him  climb  my  rustic  cell ; 
Thence  eye  my  lawns  with  verdure  bright, 
And  seem  all  ravished  at  the  sight. 

She  tells  with  what  delight  he  stood 
To  trace  his  features  in  the  flood : 
Then  skipp'd  aloof  with  quaint  amaze; 
And  then  drew  near  again  to  gaze. 

She  tells  me  how  with  eager  speed 
He  flew  to  hear  my  vocal  reed  ; 
And  how  with  critic  face  profound, 
And  steadfast  ear,  devour  1d  t 
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His  every  frolic,  light  as  air, 
Deserves  the  gentle  Delia's  care ; 
And  tears  bedew  her  tender  eye 
To  think  the  playful  kid  must  die. 

SHENSTONE. 


HYMN  ON  SOLITUDE. 

HAIL,  mildly-pleasing  Solitude, 
Companion  of  the  wise  and  good  1 

Oh  !  how  I  love  with  thee  to  walk. 
And  listen  to  thy  whisper'd  talk, 
Which  innocence  and. truth  imparts, 
And  melts  the  most  obdurate  hearts ! 

Thine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  morn, 
Just  as  the  dew-bent  rose  is  born  ; 
And  while  meridian  fervors  beat, 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat ; 
But  chief,  when  evening  scenes  decay, 
And  the  faint  landscape  swims  away, 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  soft  decline, 
And  that  best  hour  of  musing  thine. 

Descending  angels  bless  thy  train, 
The  virtues  of  the  sage  and  swain ; 
Plain  Innocence,  in  white  array'd, 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearless  head : 
Religion's  beams  around  thee  shine, 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine  : 
About  thee  sports  sweet  Liberty  : 
Ajid  rapt  Urania  sings  to  thee. 
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Oh,  let  me  pierce  thy  secret  cell, 
And  in  thy  deep  recesses  dwell. 
Perhaps  from  Norwood's  oak-clad  hill, 
When  Meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  just  may  cast  my  careless  eyes 
Where  London's  spiry  turrets  rise ; 
Think  of  its  crimes,  its  cares,  its  pain, 
Then  shield  me  in  the  woods  again. 

THOMSON. 


FALSE  GREATNESS. 

MILO,  forbear  to  call  him  blest 
Who  only  boasts  a  large  estate, 

Should  all  the  treasures  of  the  West 
Meet  and  conspire  to  make  him  great  I 

Let  a  broad  stream  with  golden  sands 
Through  all  his  meadows  roll, 

He's  but  a  wretch,  with  all  his  lands, 
That  wears  a  narrow  soul. 

Were  I  so  tall  to  reach  the  pole, 
Or  grasp  the  ocean  with  my  span, 

I  must  be  measured  by  my  soul : 

The  mind's  the  standard  of  the  man ! 


GROWTH  OF  VIRTUE   AND  VICE. 

IF  GOOD  we  plant  not,  VICE  will  fill  the  mind, 
And  weeds  take  up  the  space  for  flow'rs  designed. 


POETICAL    MORALIST.  S3 

The  human  heart  ne'er  knows  a  state  of  rest : 
Bad  leads  to  worse,  and  better  tends  to  best : 
We  either  gain  or  lose  ;  we  sink  or  rise  ; 
Nor  rests  our  struggling  nature  till  it  dies. 
Those  very  passions  that  our  peace  invade, 
If  rightly  pointed,  blessings  may  be  made  ; 
Then  rise,  my  friend,  above  terrestrial  aims  ; 
Direct  the  ardour,  which  your  breast  inflames, 
To  that  pure  region  of  eternal  joys, 
Where  fear  disturbs  not,  nor  possession  cloys  : 
Press  eager  onward  to  those  blissful  plains, 
Where  one  unbounded  spring  for  ever  reigns  ! 

MRS.  MORE. 


GRATITUDE. 

WHAT  is  grandeur  ?  what  is  power  ? 
Heavier  toil,  superior  pain  ; 
What  the  bright  reward  we  gain  ? 
The  grateful  memory  of  the  good. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  vernal  show'r, 
The  bee's  collected  treasure  sweet, 
Sweet  music's  melting  fall — but  sweeter  yet 
The  still  small  voice  of  gratitude. 

GRAY. 


THE  ILL-FATED  VILLAGE. 

SWEET  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  at  evening's 

close, 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rose ; 
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There  as  I  pass'd,  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 
The  mingling  notes  came  soften 'd  from  below ; 
The  swain,  responsive  as  the  milk-maid  sung, 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young, 
The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school, 
The  watch-dog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whisp'ring 

wind, 

And  the  loud  laugh,  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind^ 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade, 
And  fill'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made- 
But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail, 
No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale, 
No  busy  steps  the  grass-grown  footway  tread, 
But  all  the  bloomy  flush  of  life  is  fled : 
All  but  yon  widow'd,  solitary  thing, 
That  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  spring ; 
She,  wretched  matron  I  forc'd  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  strip  the  brook  with  mantling  cresses  spread, 
To  pick  her  wint'ry  faggot  from  the  thorn, 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  mom  ; 
She  only  left,  of  all  the  harmless  train, 
The  sa4  historian  of  the  pensive  plain, 

GOLDSMITH; 

THE  FOLLY  OF  AVARICE.' 

THE  lily  Peace  outshines  the  silver  store  ; 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  desert  brown, 
To  ev'ry  distant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  sea; 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
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Ah  !  why  was  ruin  so  attractive  made  ? 
Or  why  fond  man  so  easily  betray 'd  (. 
Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  haste  along, 
The  gentle  voice  of  Peace,  or  Pleasure's  song  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flow'ry  mountain's  side, 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride  ; 
Why  think  we  these  less  pleasing  to  behold 
Than  dreary  deserts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  I 

COLLINS. 


INSCRIPTION   IN  A  HERMITAGE, 

BENEATH  this  stony  roof  reclin'd 
I  soothe  to  peace  my  pensive  mind  : 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embow'ring  elms  their  umbrage  wave  ; 
And  while  the  maple  dish  is  mine, 
The  beechen  cup,  unstain'd  with  wine  ; 
I  scorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd, 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud, 
Within  my  limits  lone  and  still, 
The  blackbird  pipes  in  artless  trill. 
Fast  by  my 'couch,  congenial  guest, 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 
From  busy  scenes  and  brighter  skies^ 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  she  flies  ; 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dwell, 
Nor  aught  suspects  the  sylvan  cell. 
At  morn  I  take  my  custom VI  round, 
To  mark  how  buds  yon  shrubby  mound  \ 
And  ev'ry  op'ning  primrose  count, 
Chat  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount: 
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Or  o'er  the  sculptures,  quaint  and  rude, 

That  grace  my  gloomy  solitude, 

I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  to  stray 

Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  spray. 

At  eve,  within  yon  studious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brass  -embossed  book, 

Pourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs,  erown'd  with  heavenly  meed : 

Then,  as  my  taper  wases  dim, 

Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measur'd  hymn  ; 

And,  at  the  close,  the  gleams  behold 

Of  parting  wings  be-dropt  with  gold. 

"While  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  create, 

Who  but  would  smile  at  guilty  state  ! 

Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  lot 

In  calm  Oblivion's  humble  grot  ? 

Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away, 

To  take  my  staff  and  amice  gray  ; 

And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 

Prefer  the  blameless  hermitage  ? 

T.  WARTON. 


THE  FROZEN  SHOWER. 

ERE  yet  the  clouds  let  fall  the  treasured  snovi 
Or  winds  began  through  hazy  skies  to  blow, 
At  evening  a  keen  eastern  breeze  arose, 
And  the  descending  rain  unsullied  froze. 
Soon  as  the  silent  shades  of  night  withdre\r, 
The  ruddy  morn  vtisclos'd  at  ouca  to  vi«\T 


POETICAL    MORALIST.  87 

The  lace  of  nature  in  a  rich  disguise, 

And  brighten 'd  every  object  to  my  eyes  : 

For  every  shrub,  and  every  blade  of  grass, 

And  every  pointed  thorn  seem'd  wrought  in  glass ; 

In  pearls  and  rubies  rich  the  hawthorns  show, 

AVhile  through  the  ice  the  crimson  berries  glow. 

The  thick-sprung  reeds,  which  watery  marshes  yield, 

Seem  polish'd  lances  in  a  hostile  field. 

The  stag  in  limpid  currents,  with  surprise 

Sees  crystal  branches  on  his  forehead  rise : 

The  spreading  oak,  the  beech,  and  tow'ring  pine, 

(Jilaz'd  over,  in  the  freezing  aether  shine. 

The  frighted  birds  the  rattling  branches  shun, 

Which  wave  and  glitter  in  the  distant  sun. 

Then,  if  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  arise, 

The  brittle  forest  into  atoms  flies, 

The  crackling  wood  beneath  the  tempest  bonds, 

And  in  a  spangled  shower  the  prospect  ends. 

A.   PHILLIPS. 


ORDER. 

ORDER  is  Heaven's  first  law;  and  this  confest, 
Some  are,  and  must  be,  greater  than  the  rest, 
.More  rich,  more  wise;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  such  are  happier,  shocks  all  common  sense. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confess, 
If  ail  are  equal  in  their  happiness  : 
.But  mutual  wants  this  happiness  increase  ; 
Ail  nature  s  dill  rence  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 
Condition,  circumstance  is  not  the  thing; 
Lii.ss  is  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king ; 
D 
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In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend, 
In  him  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend : 
Heaven  breathes  thro'  ev'ry  member  of  the  whole 
One  common  blessing,  as  one  common  soul. 
But  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  possess  \1, 
And  each  were  equal,  must  not  all  contest  ? 
If  then  to  all  men  Happiness  was  meant, 
God  in  Externals  could  not  place  content* 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  variously  dispose, 
And  these  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  those : 
But  Heaven's  just  balance  equal  will  appear, 
While  those  are  plac'd  in  hope,  and  these  in  fear  i 
Not  present  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curse; 
But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worse. 

Oh,  sons  of  earth  !  attempt  ye  still  to  rise, 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies  ? 
Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys, 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Reason's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense, 
Lie  in  three  words,  Health,  Peace,  and  Competence,: 
But  health  consists  with  temperance  alone ; 
And  peace,  oh  virtue  !  peace  is  all  thy  own. 

POPE. 

DESCRIPTION  OF   DOVER  CLIFF. 

HOW  fearful 

And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low  ! 
The  crows  and  choughs  that  wing  the  midway  air, 
Shew  scarce  so  gross  a£  beetles ;  UaU'  way  ^ 
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llanos  one  that  gathers  samphire  ;  dreadful  trade  ! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head  : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice  ;  and  yon  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminish 'd  to  her  cock  ;  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight:  the  murmuring  surge, 
That  on  th'  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high :  I'll  look  no  more, 
Lest  my  brain  turn. 

SHAKSPEARE. 


THE  WEARY  SAVOYARD. 

WHEN  the  blithe  son  of  Savoy,  roving  round 
With  humble  wares  and  pipe  of  merry  sound, 
From  his  green  vale  and  sheltered  cabin  hies, 
And  scales  the  Alps  to  visit  foreign  skies ; 
Tho'  far  below  the  forked  lightnings  play, 
And  at  his  feet  the  thunder  dies  away, 
Oft,  in  the  saddle  rudely  rock'd  to  sleep, 
While  his  mule  browses  on  the  dizzy  steep, 
With  Memory's  aid,  he  sits  at  home,  and  sees 
His  children  sport  beneath  their  native  trees, 
And  bends,  to  hear  their  cherub-voices  call, 
O'er  the  loud  fury  of  the  torrent's  fall. 


The  NIGHTINGALE  and  GLOW-WORM. 

ONE  night  a  Glow-worm,  proud  and  vain, 
Contemplating  her  glitt'rmg  train, 
D2 
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Cried,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 

So  elegant,  so  fine  a  creature. 

All  other  insects  that  I  see, 

The  frugal  ant,  industrious  bee, 

Or  silk-worm,  with  contempt  I  view  ; 

With  all  that  low,  mechanic  crew, 

Who  servilely  their  lives  employ 

In  bus'ness,  enemy  to  joy. 

Mean,  vulgar  herd  !  ye  are  my  scorn  ; 

For  grandeur  only  I  was  bom, 

Or  sure  am  sprung  from  race  divine, 

And  plac'd  on  earth  to  live  and  shine. 

Those  lights  that  sparkle  so  on  high, 

Are  but  the  glow-worms  of  the  sky  ; 

And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire. 

Because  they  imitate  my  fire. 

She  spoke.     Attentive  on  a  spray, 
A  Nightingale  forbore  his  lay  ; 
He  saw  the  shining  morsel  near, 
And  flew,  directed  by  the  glare  ; 
Awhile  he  gaz'd  with  sober  look, 
And  thus  the  trembling  prey  bespoke : 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate  ! 
Know,  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate  : 
Less  dazzling,  long  thou  mightst  have  lain 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  soon  or  late,  degraded  mourn*, 
And  beauty  wreeks  whom  she  adorns. 

si  o  ORE, 
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ON  HAPPINESS. 

OH  happiness  !  thou  great  and  only  end, 
To  which  our  wishes  and  our  labours  tend ; 
How  art  thou  found,  or  in  what  distant  land? 
Can  riches  buy  thee,  or  can  power  command  ? 
No  !  happiness  nought  outward  can  bestow; 
But  on  ourselves  depends  our  bliss  or  woe. 
The  like  events  in  life  occur  to  all : 
The  bad  oft  flourish,  while  the  virtuous  fall. 
Yet  vice  is  wretched  e'en  while  it  succeeds, 
And  virtue  still  is  happy  though  it  bleeds  5 
Approving  conscience  yields  a  secret  joy, 
Which  fortune  cannot  give,  nor  yet  destroy ; 
To  act  thy  part  aright  to  thee  is  given  : 
Be  this  thy  care  ;  the  rest  belongs  to  Heaven. 

ARMSTRONG. 


MORNING  SOUNDS. 

BUT  who  the  melodies  of  morn  can  tell  ? 
The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain's  side ; 
The  lowing  herd,  the  sheep-fold's  simple  bell  -3 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd,  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley  ;    echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  horn  along  the  cliffs  above  ; 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean  tide  ; 
The  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love, 
And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grov«. 

BEATTIE. 
D    3 
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MATERNAL  TENDERNESS. 

LO  !  at  the  couch  where  infant  beauty  sleeps, 
Her  silent  watch  the  mournful  mother  keeps  ; 
She,  while  the  lovely  babe  unconscious  lies, 
Smiles  on  her  slumb'ring  child  with  pensive  eyes, 
And  weaves  a  song  of  melancholy  joy — 
"  Sleep,  image  of  thy  father,  sleep,  my  boy  : 
No  ling'ring  hour  of  sorrow  shall  be  thine  ; 
No  sigh  that  rends  thy  father's  heart  and  mine ; 
Bright  as  his  manly  sire,  the  son  shall  be 
In  form  and  soul :  but,  ah  !  more  blest  than  he  ! 
Thy  fame,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at  last, 
Shall  soothe  this  aching  heart  for  all  the  past — 
With  many  a  smile  my  solitude  repay, 
And  chaee  the  world's  ungenerous  scorn  away. 

"  And  say,  when  summoned  from  the  world  and 

thee 

I  lay  my  head  beneath  the  willow  tree, 
Wilt  thott,  sweet  mourner !  at  my  stone  appear, 
And  soothe  my  parted  spirit  ling'ring  near  I 
Oh,  wilt  thou  come,  at  ev'ning  hour,  to  shed 
The  tears  of  Memory  o'er  my  narrow  bed ; 
With  aching  temples  on  thy  hand  reclin'd, 
IVluse  on  the  last  tarewel  I  leave  behind, 
Breathe  a  deep  sigh  to  winds  that  murmur  low, 
And  think  on  all  ray  love,  and  all  my  woe  I" 

CAMPBELL. 

•^.'X.^'X.^. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  A  HERMIT. 

BEN  EAT  H  a  mountain's  brow,  the  most  remote 
And  inaccessible  by  shepherds  trod, 
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In  a  deep  cave,  dug  by  no  mortal  hand, 

A  hermit  liv'd  ;  a  melancholy  man, 

Who  was  the  wonder  of  our  wand'ring  swains. 

Austere  and  lonely,  cruel  to  himself, 

Did  they  report  him  ;  the  cold  earth  his  bed, 

Water  his  drink,  his  food  the  shepherds'  alms. 

HOME. 

EPITAPH. 

HERE  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  Youth  to  Fortune  and  to  Fame  unknown  ; 

Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
And  Melancholy  marK'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere, 
Heav'n  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send  : 

He  gave  to  Mis'ry  (all  he  had)  a  tear ; 

He  gain'd  from  Heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wish'd) 
a  friend. 

No  farther  seek  his  merits  to  disclose, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode  ; 

(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose) 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

GRAY. 

LEON1DAS. 

DIGNITY  and  grace 
.Adorn  his  frame,  and  manly  beauty,  joinM 
With  strength  Herculean.     On  his  aspect  shift** 
SubJimest  virtue,  and  desire  of  fame, 
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Where  justice  gives  the  laurel :  in  his  eye 
The  inextinguishable  spark,  winch  h'res 
The  souls  of  patriots  ;  while  his  brow  supports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  death. 

GLOVER. 


HYMN  ON  PROVIDENCE. 

THE  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care : 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  • 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 
When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountains  pant ; 
To  fertile  vales,  and  dewy  meads, 
My  weary  wand'ring  steps  he  leads  ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landskip  flow. 
Tho'  in  the  paths  of  Death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give,  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 
Tho'  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  stray, 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile  : 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd  ; 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 
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THE  VILLAGE  CLERGYMAN. 

NEAR  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden 

smil'd, 

And  still  where  many  a  garden  flowV  grows  wild, 
There,  where  a  lew  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year  ; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'er  had  chang'd,  nor  wish'd  to  change,  his 

place; 

Unskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  pow'r, 
By  doctrines  fashion'd  to  the  varying  hour  ; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learn'd  to  prize, 
More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train  ; 
He  chid  their  wand'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain. 
The  long  remember'd  beggar  was  his  guest, 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast ; 
The  ruin'd  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
Claim'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  shew'd  how  fields  were 
won 

Pleas'd  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leam'd  to 
glow, 

And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 

Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan, 

Hi-,  pity  £;ive  ere  chanty  began. 
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Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  ^  irtue's  side ; 
But,  in  his  duty  promp't  at  ev'ry  call, 
He  watch'd  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt  for  all. 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries, 
To  tempt  her  new-fledg'd  offspring  to  the  skies ; 
He  tried  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  brighter  \vorlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed,  where  parting  life  was  laid, 
And  sorrow',  guilt,  and  pain  by  turns  dismay 'd, 
The  rev'rend  champion  stood.     At  his  controul 
Despair  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling  soul ; 
Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise, 
And  his  last  falt'ring  accents  whisper'd  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adorn'd  the  venerable  place  ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway ; 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remained  to  pray. 
The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  ready  zeal,  each  honest  rustic  ran  ; 
Ev'n  children  followed  with  endearing  wile, 
And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's 

smile. 

His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  express'd, 
Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  cares  distressed ; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given, 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  heaven. 
As  some  tall  cliff"  that  lifts  its  awfal  form, 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm, 
Tho'  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds  are  spread, 
Eternal  sunshines  settles  on  its  head. 

GOLDSMITH. 
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GOOD  EFFECTS  OF  MISFORTUNE. 

IF  Misfortune  comes,  she  brings  along 
Th'e  bravest  virtues.  And  so  many  great 
Illustrious  spirits  have  conversed  with  woe, 
Have  in  her  school  been  taught,  as  are  enough 
To  consecrate  distress,  and  make  ambition 
Ev'n  wish  the  frown  beyond  the  smile  of  fortune. 

THOMSON. 


THE  BEGGAR  MAN. 

AROUND  the  fire  one  wintry  night 
The  farmer's  rosy  children  sat ; 

The  faggot  lent  its  blazing  light, 

And  jokes  went  round  and  careless  chat. 

When,  hark  !  a  gentle  hand  they  hear 
Low  tapping  at  the  bolted  door, 

And  thus,  to  gain  their  willing  ear, 
A  feeble  voice  was  heard  t'  implore  : 

"  Cold  blows  the  blast  across  the  moor. 
The  sleet  drive-?  hissing  in  the  wind  ; 

Yon  toilsome  mountain  lies  before, 
A  dreary  treeless  waste  behind. 

"  My  eyes  are  weak  and  dim  with  age, 
No  road,  no  path,  can  I  descry, 

And  these  poor  rags  ill  stand  the  rage 
Of  such  a  keen  inclement- sky. 


4S  POETICAL    MORALIST. 

"  So  faint  I  am — these  tottering  feet 
No  more  my  palsied  frame  can  beal ; 

My  freezing  heart  forgets  to  beat, 

And  drifting  snows  my  tomb  prepare.        * 

"  Open  your  hospitable  door, 

And  shield  me  from  the  biting  blast : 

Cold,  cold  it  blows  across  the  moor, 
The  weary  moor  that  I  have  pass'd !" 

With  hasty  step  the  farmer  ran, 

And  close  beside  the  fire  they  place 

The  poor  half-frozen  beggar  man 

With  shaking  limbs  and  pale  blue  face. 

The  little  children  flocking  came 

And  chafed  his  frozen  hands  in  theirs, 

And  busily  the  good  old  dame 
A  comfortable  mess  prepares. 

Their  kindness  cheer'd  his  drooping  soul, 
And  slowly  down  his  wrinkled  cheek 

The  big  round  tears  were  seen  to  roll, 
And  told  the  thanks  he  could  not  speak. 

The  children  too  began  to  sigh, 
And  all  their  merry  chat  was  o'er  ; 

And  yet  they  felt,  they  knew  not  why, 
More  glad  than  they  had  done  before.     ' 

MISS    AIKIN. 
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A  SUMMER  EVENING. 

HOW  fine  has  the  day  been,  how  bright  was  the  sun,. 
How  lovely  and  joyful  the  course  that  he  run, 
Though  he  rose  in  a  mist  when  his  race  lie  begun, 

And  there  follow'd  some  droppings  of  rain  ! 
But  now  the  fair  traveller  's  come  to  the  west, 
His  rays  are  all  gold,  and  his  beauties  are  best ; 
He  paints  the  sky  gay  as  he  sinks  to  his  rest, 

And  foretels  a  bright  rising  again. 

Just  such  is  the  Christian :  his  course  he  begins 
Like  the  sun  in  a  mist,  when  he  mourns  for  his  sins, 
Arid  melts  into  tears ;  then  he  breaks  out  and  shines. 

And  travels  his  heavenly  way  : 
But,  when  he  comes  nearer  to  finish  his  race, 
Like  a  fine  setting  sun,  he  looks  richer  in  grac^, 
And  gives  a  sure  hope  at  the  end  of  his  days 

Of  rising  in  brighter  array  ! 

WATTS. 


THE  PERSIAN  SHEPHERD'S  MORA L. 

NOT  all  are  blest,  whom  Fortune's  hand  sustains 
With  wealth  in  courts,  nor  all  that  haunt  the  plains : 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell ; 
'Tis  virtue  makes  the  bliss,  where'er  we  dwell. 
Who  trust  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray^ 
Boast  but  the  worth  Bassora's*  pearls  display  •• 

"*  The  <?ulf  of  that  name,  famous  for  the  fipead  *her^ 
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Drawn  from  the  deep,  we  own  the  surface  bright ; 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  lustrious  light. 
Such  are   the  maids,  and   such   the  charms  they 

boast, 

By  sense  unaided,  or  to  virtue  lost. 
O  haste,  fair  maids  !  ye  Virtues,  come  away  ! 
Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way ! 
The  balmy  shrub  for  you  shall  love  our  shore, 
By  Imd  excelled,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Lost  to  our  fields,  for  so  the  fates  ordain, 
The  dear  deserters  shall  return  again. 
Come  thou,  whose  thoughts  as  limpid  springs  a 

clear, 

To  lead  the  train,  sweet  Modesty,  appear  : 
Here  make  thy  court  amidst  our  rural  scene, 
And  shepherd  girls  shall  own  thee  for  their  queen. 

COLLINS. 


DIFFICULTIES  CONQUERED. 

THE  wise  and  active  conquer  ilillieulties 
By  daring  to  attempt  tl.ein  :  sloth  and  iblly 
Shiver  and  shrink  at  sight  of  toil  and  hazard, 
And  make  th'  impossibility  they  fear. 

RovrE. 


THE  CUIIE  CF  VANITY. 

THERE  \v:ss  a  little  stubborn  dame. 
\\  Loin  h'j  autiioriu  could  tame  ; 
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Kestive,  by  long  indulgence,  grown, 
No  will  she  minded  hut  her  own  : 
At  tritles  oft  she'd  scold  and  fret, 
Then  in  a  corner  take  a  sent, 
And,  sourly  moping  all  the  day, 
Disdain  alike  to  work  or  play. 

Pupa  all  softer  arts  had  tried, 
And  sharper  remedies  applied  ; 
But  both  were  vain  ;  for  ev'ry  course 
Jle  took,  still  made  her  worse  and  wodse. 
Mamma  observ'd  the  rising  lass 
By  stealth  retiring  to  the  glass, 
To  practise  little  airs  unseen, 
In  the  true  genius  of  thirteen; 
On  this  a  deep  design  she  laid 
To  tame  the  humour  of  the  maid  ; 
Contriving,  like  a  prudent  mother, 
To  make  one  folly  cure  another. 
Upon  the  wall,  against  the  seat 
Which  Jessy  us'd  for  her  retreat, 
Whene'er  by  accident  offended, 
A  looking-glass  was  straight  suspended, 
That  it  might  shew  her  ho\v  deform'd 
She  looked,  and  frightful,  when  she  storm'd  ; 
And  warn  her,  as  she  prix/d  her  beauty, 
To  bend  her  humour  to  her  duty. 
All  this  the  looking-glass  achieved  ; 
Its  threats  were  minded  and  believ'd. 

The  Maid,  who  spurn'd  at  all  advice, 
Grew  tame  and  gentle  in  a  trice  : 
So,  when  all  other  means  had  fail'd, 
The  silent  monitor  prevail'c].. 

E    -2  WILKIE. 
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THE  HAMLET. 

THE  hinds  how  blest,  who,  ne'er  beguil'd 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn -wild» 
Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  tempt  the  main, 
For  splendid  care  and  guilty  gain  ! 

When  morning's  twilight-tinctur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  slanting  gleamr 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue, 
To  dip  the  scythe  in  fragrant  dew  ; 
The  sheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell, 
That  nodding  shades  a  craggy  dell. 

Midst  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear, 
Wild  nature's  sweetest  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
The  hyacinth's  neglected  hue  ; 
In  their  lone  haunts  and  woodland  rounds, 
They  spy  the  squirrel's  airy  bounds  • 
And  startle  from  her  ashen  spray, 
Across  the  glen,  the  screaming  jay  : 
Each  native  charm  their  steps  explore 
Of  Solitude's  sequester'd  store. 

For  them  the  moon  with  cloudless  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way : 
Their  weary  spirits  to  relieve, 
The  meadows  incense  breathe  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  simple  fare 
That  o'er  a  glimm'ring  hearth  they  share  : 
But  when  the  curfew's  measur'd  roar, 
Duly,  the  dark'ning  valleys  oir, 
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Has  ecfeo'd  from  the  distant  town, 
They  wish  no  beds  of  cygnet-down, 
No  tropjiied  canopies,  to  close 
Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repose. 

Their  little  sons,  who  spread  the  bloom 
Of  health  around  the  clay  -built  room, 
Or  thro'  the  primros'd  coppice  stray, 
Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  hay; 
Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowslip-twine, 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kiue  ; 
Or  hasten  from  the  sultry  hill 
To  loiter  at  the  shady  rill  ; 
Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crest 
To  rob  die  raven's  ancient  nest. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honeyed  flowrs* 
The  curling  woodbine's  shade  embow'rs: 
From  the  trim  garden's  thy  my  mound 
Their  bees  in  busy  swarms  resound. 
Nor  fell  Disease,  before  his  time, 
Hastes  to  consume  life's  golden  prime  r 
Hut  \\lien  their  temples  long  have  wore 
The  silver  crown  of  tresses  hoar  ; 
As  studious  still  calm  peace  to  keep, 
Beneath  a  tlow'ry  turf  they  sleep. 

T.  WARTOX. 


MEMORY. 

HAIL,  Mmi-ory,  hail!  in  thy  exhmstless  mine 

From  :;•,--•  •«.  ;-i»-e  untiumber'd  treasures  shine  ! 
E  3 
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Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey, 
And  Place  and  Time  are  subject  to  thy  sway  1 
Thy  pleasures  most  we  feel,  when  most  alone  5 
*The  only  pleasures  we  can  call  our  own. 
Lighter  than  air,  Hope's  summer-visions  die, 
If  but  a  fleeting  cloud  obscure  the  sky : 
If  but  a  beam  of  sober  Reason  play, 
Lo,  Fancy's  fairy  frost-work  melts  away ! 
But  can  the  wiles  of  Art,  the  gcasp  of  Power, 
Snatch  the  relics  of  a  well-spent  hour  ? 
These,  wrhen  the  trembling  spirit  wings  her  flight, 
Pour  round  her  path  a  stream  of  living  light ; 
And  gild  those  pure  and  perfect  realms  of  rest. 
Where  Virtue  triumphs,  and  her  sons  are  blest ! 

ROGERS'. 


MERCY. 

THE  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strain'd; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  blesseti ; 
It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes, 
7Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown  : 
His  sceptre  shews  the  force  of  temporal  powV, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majesty, 
Wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  king*; 
But  mercy  is  above  the  sceptred  sway. 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings ; 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himself; 
And  earthly  pow'r  doth  then  shew  likest  God's, 
"  mercy  seasons  justice, 

SHAKSPKARE, 


POETICAL    MORALIST.  55 

THE  FIRE-SIDE. 

DEAR  Chloe,  while  the  busy  crowd, 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud, 

In  Folly's  maze  advance  ; 
Tho1  .singularity  and  pride 
Be  call'd  our  choice,  we  'II  step  aside, 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 

From  the  gay  world  we  'II  oft  retire 
To  our  own  family  and  fire, 

Where  love  our  hours  employs  j 
No  noisy  neighbour  enters  here, 
No  intermeddling  stranger  near, 

To  spoil  our  heart-felt  joys. 
If  solid  happiness  we  prize, 
Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies  ; 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam : 
The  world  has  nothing  to  bestow ; 
From  our  own  selves  our  joys  must  flow, 

And  that  dear  hut,  our  home. 

Of  rest  was  Noah's  dove  bereft, 
When  with  impp,tient  wing  she  left 

That  safe  retreat,  the  ark  ; 
Giving  her  vain  excursion  o'er, 
The  disappointed  bird  once  more 

Explor'd  the  sacred  bark. 
No  borrow'd  joys,  they're  all  our  o\rof 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown, 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Moriarchs  !  we  envy  not  your  state"  j. 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great, 

An^  bless  our  humble  lot. 
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Our  portion  is  not  large,  indeed  ; 
But  then  how  little  do  AVC  need ! 

For  nature's  calls  are  few  : 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies, 
To  want  no  more  than  may  suffice, 

And  make  that  little  do. 
We  '11  therefore  relish,  with  content, 
Whatever  kind  Providence  has  sent, 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  pow'r  ; 
For,  if  our  stock  be  very  small, 
'Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all, 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 
To  be  resign 'd  when  ills  betide, 
Patient  wh<?;i  favours  are  denied, 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given; 
Dear  Chloe,  this  is  wisdom's  part ; 
This  is  that  incense  of  the  heart 

"Whose  fragrance  smells  to  heaven. 

COTTON. 

CHILDHOOD. 

CHILDHOOD,  happiest  stusre  of 
Free  from  care,  and  free  from  strife  ; 
Free  from  Memory's  ruthless  reign, 
Fraught  with  scenes  of  former  p;:in : 
Free  from  Fancy's  cruol  skill, 
Fabricating  future  ill  : 
Time,  when  all  that  meets  the 
All  can  charm  for  all  is  new, 
How  thy  loitg-lost  hours  I  mourn, 
Never,  never  to  rtUiiv.  I 
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THE  STARVED  GOLDFINCH. 

TIME  was  when  I  was  free  as  air, 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  fare, 

My  drink  the  morning  dew  ; 
I  perch'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  spray, 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay, 

My  strains  for  ever  new. 

But  gaudy  plumage,  sprightly  strain, 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain, 

And  of  a  transient  date  ; 
For  caught  and  cag'd  and  starved  to  death, 
In  dying  sighs  my  little  breath 

Soon  pass'd  the  wiry  grate. 

Thanks,  gentle  swain,  for  all  my  woes, 
And  thanks  for  this  effectual  close 

And  cure  of  every  ill ! 
More  cruelty  could  none  express, 
And  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less, 

Had  been  your  pris'ner  still. 


WYOMING*. 

DELIGHTFUL  Wyoming!  beneath  thy  skies. 
The  happy  shepherd  swains  had  nought  to  do, 
3ut  feed  their  flocks  on  green  declivities, 
)r  skim  perchance  thy  lake  with  light  canoe, 

'  A  country  of  Pennsylvania,  in  America. 
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From  morn,  till  evening's  sweeter  pastime  grew, 
With  timbrel,  when  beneath  the  forests  brown, 
Thy  lovely  maidens  would  the  dance  renew : 
And  aye  those  sunny  mountains  half-way  down 
Would  echo  flagelet  from  some  romantic  town. 

Then,  where  of  Indian  hills  the  daylight  takes 
His  leave,  how  might  you  the  flamingo  see 
Disporting  like  a  meteor  on  the  lakes — 
And  playful  squirrel  on  his  nut-grown  tree : 
And  ev'ry  sound  of  life  was  full  of  glee, 
From  merry  mock-bird's  song,  or  hum  of  men ; 
While  heark'ning,  fearing  nought  their  revelry, 
The  wild  deer  arch'd  his  neck  from  glades,  and  then 
Unhunted,  sought  his  woods  and  wilderness  again. 

CAMPBELL. 


THE  PHILOSOPHIC  TRAVELLER. 

VAIN,  very  vain,  my  weary  search  to  find 
That  bliss  which  only  centers  in  the  mind  ! 
WThy  have  I  stray 'd  from  pleasure  and  reposp, 
To  seek  a  good  each  government  bestows  ,' 
In  ev'ry  government,  though  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure  ! 
Still  to  ourselves  in  ev'ry  place  consign'd, 
Our  own  frlicity  we  make  or  find : 
With  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy, 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 

GOLDSMITH. 
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TO  PROSPERITY. 

CELESTIAL  maid,  receive  this  pray'r  ! 

If  e'er  thy  beam  divine 
Should  gild  the  brow  of  toiling  Care, 

And  bless  a  hut  like  mine. 

Let  humble  Worth,  without  a  fear, 

Approach  my  ready  door ; 
Nor  let  me  ever  see  a  tear, 

Regardless  from  the  poor ! 

O  bless  me  with  an  honest  mind, 

Above  all  selfish  ends! 
Humanely  warm  to  all  mankind, 

And  cordial  to  my  friends. 

With  conscious  truth  and  honour  still 

My  actions  let  me  guide ; 
And  give  no  fear  but  that  of  ill, 

No  scorn  but  that  of  pride. 

Thus  form'd,  thus  happy,  let  me  dare 
On  Heaven's  dread  King  to  gazo  : 

Conclude  my  night  in  ardent  pray'r, 
And  wake  my  morn  with  praise  : 

That  hence  my  soul  may  hope  to  prove 

The  utmost  saints  can  know  : 
And  share  his  gracious  smile  above, 

Whose  laws  she  kepi  below. 

MRS.  CARTER. 


60  POETICAL    MORALIST. 

A  COMPARISON. 

THE  charms  which  blooming  beauty  shews 

From  faces  heavenly  fair, 
We  to  the  lily  and  the  rose, 

With  semblance  apt,  compare. 

With  semblance  apt ;  for,  ah  !  how  soon, 

How  soon  they  all  decay  ! 
The  lily  droops,  the  rose  is  gone, 

And  beauty  fades  away. 

FITZGERALD. 


THE  HEAT  OF  NOON. 

FERVID  on  the  glittering  flood, 
Now  the  noon -tide  radiance  glows  : 

Drooping  o'er  its  infant  bud, 
Not  a  dew-drop  's  left  the  rose. 

By  the  brook  the  shepherd  dines ; 

From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 
Sheltered  by  the  branching  pines, 

Pendent  o^er  his  grassy  seat. 

Cattle  court  the  zephyrs  bland, 

Where  the  streamlet  wanders  copl  j 

Or  with  languid  silence  stand 
Midway  in  the  marshy  pool. 

But  from  mountain,  dell,  or  stream, 
Not  a  iuitt'ring  zephyr  spring  : 

Fearful  lest  the  neon-tide  beam 
Scorch  its  soft,  it*  siikeii  wiugjn 
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Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  stir, 

Nature  's  lull'd  —  serene  —  and  still ; 
Quiet  e'en  the  shepherd's  cur, 

Sleeping  on  the  heath-clad  hill. 
Languid  is  the  landscape  round, 

Till  the  fresh  descending  shower, 
Grateful  to  the  thirsty  ground, 

Raises  ev'ry  fainting  flower, 

CUNNINGHAM. 

THE  BENEVOLENT  MAN. 

Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  sultry  brow  ? 
From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  I 
.'Not  to  the  skies  in  useless  columns  tost, 
jOr  in  proud  falls  magnificently  lost, 
iBut  clear  and  artless,  pouring  thro'  the  plain 
Health  to  the  sick,  and  solace  to  the  swain, 
'Whose  catiseway  parts  the  vale  with  shady  rows  ? 
Whose  seats  the  weary  traveller  repose  ? 
Who  taught  that  heaven-directed  spire  to  rise  ? 
*  The  Man  of  Ross,"  each  lisping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'er  spread ! 
The  Man  of  Ross  divides  the  weekly  bread  : 
:Ie  feeds  yon  alm's-house,  neat,  but  void  of  state, 
Wh*re  Age  and  Want  sit  smiling  at  the  gate  ; 
lim  portioned  maids,  apprenticed  orphans  blessM, 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  \vho  rest. 
s  any  sick  ?  the  IVIan  of  Ross  relieves, 
describes,  attends,  the  med'cine  makes,  and  gives. 
s  there  a  variance  /  enter  hut  his  door, 
Salk'd  are  the  courts,  and  contest  is  no  more. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

NOW  all  is  huslrd,  as  nature  were  retir'd, 
And  the  perpetual  motion  standing  still ; 
So  much  she  from  her  work  appears  to  cease, 
And  ev'ry  jarring  element  's  at  peace  : 
All  the  wild  herds  are  in  their  coverts  couch'd; 
The  fishes  to  their  banks  or  ooze  repair'd, 
And  to  the  murmurs  of  the  waters  sleep  : 
The  circling  air's  at  rest,  and  feels  no  noise, 
Except  of  some  short  breaths  upon  the  trees 
Rocking  the  harmless  birds  that  rest  upon  them. 

OTWAT. 


FOLIAGE  OF  TREES. 

NO  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  its  charms^ 
Though  each  its  hue  peculiar  ;  paler  some, 
And  of  a  wannish  grey  ;  the  Willow  such 
And  Poplar,  that  with  silver  lines  his  leaf; 
And  Ash,  far  stretching  his  umbrageous  arm. 
Of  deeper  green  the  Elm  :  and  deeper  still, 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long  surviving  Oak. 
Some  glossy-leav'd,  and  shining  in  the  sun  ; 
The  Maple,  and  the  Beech  of  oily  nuts 
Prolific  ;  and  the  Lime  at  dewy  eve 
Diffusing  odours :  nor  unnoted  pass 
The  Sycamore,  capricious  in  attire, 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and  ere  autumn  yet 
Hath  chang'd  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  bright j 

cow  PER, 
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TO  A  FEMALE  BOTANIST. 

SAY,  gentle  Lady  of  the  bower, 
For  them,  tho'  young,  art  wise  ; 

And  known  to  thee  is  every  flower 
Beneath  our  milder  skies  : 

Say,  which  the  plant  of  modest  dye, 

And  lovely  mien  combined, 
That  fittest  to  the  pensive  eye 

Displays  the  virtuous  mind. 

I  sought  the  groves,  where  innocence 
Methought  might  long  reside  ; 

But  April's  blossoms  banished  thence, 
Gave  Summer,  Flora's  pride. 

I  sought  the  garden's  boasted  haunt, 

But  on  the  gay  parterre 
Carnations  glow,  and  tulips  flaunt, 

No  humble  flow 'ret  there. 

The  flower  you  seek,  the  nymph  replies, 
Has  bow'd  the  languid  head  ; 

For  on  its  bloom  the  blazing  skies 
Their  sultry  rage  have  shed. 

Tis  now  the  downward  withering  day, 

Of  winter's  dull  presage, 
That  seeks  not  where  the  dog-staf's  ray 

Hi'*  tjiied  his  fiercest  rage. 

r? 
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Yet  search  yon  shade  obscure,  forlorn, 
Where  rude  the  bramble  grows  ; 

There,  shaded  by  the  humble  thorn, 
The  ling'ring  Primrose  blows. 

MICKLE. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  MORNING. 

WISH'D  morning's  come  ;    and  now  upon  the 

plains, 

And  distant  mountains  where  they  feed  their  flocks, 
The  happy  shepherds  leave  their  homely  huts, 
And  with  their  pipes  proclaim  the  new-bora  day  : 
The  lusty  swain  comes  with  his  well-nll'd  scrip 
Of  healthful  viands,  which,  when  hunger  calls, 
With  much  content  and  appetite  he  eals, 
To  follow  in  the  field  his  daily  toil, 
And  dress  the  grateful  glebe  that  yields  him  fruits : 
The  beasts,  that  under  the  warm  hedges  slept, 
And  weather'd  out  the  cold  bleak  night,  are  up  : 
And   looking  towards  the  neighbouring   pastures, 

raise 

Their  voice,    and   bid  their  fellow-brutes  good- 
morrow  : 

The  cheerful  birds  too,  on  the  tops  of  trees, 
Assemble  all  in  choirs  ;  and  with  their  notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  rising  sun. 

OTWAY. 
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THE  INDTAX. 

LO  !  the  poor  Indian,  whose  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  i;i  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  ; 
His  soul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or  milky  way  ; 
Yet  simple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given, 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven  ; 
Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embraced , 
Some  happier  island  in  the  wat'ry  waste  ; 
Where  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  beholtl, 
"No  iiends  torment,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold. 
To  Be,  contents  his  natural  desire, 
He  asks  no  Angel's  wing,  no  Seraph's  fire  ; 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  s}cy, 
His  faithful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

POPE, 


ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

LO  !  where  the  rosy-bn^orrfd  Hours, 

Fair  Venus'  train,  appear  ; 
Disclose  the  long-expected  liow'rs, 

And  wake  the  purple  year  ! 
The  attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 
Kesponsive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 

The  untaught  harmony  of  spring  : 
While,  whisp'ring  pleasure  as  they  fly, 
Cool  Zephyrs  thro'  the  clear  blue  sky 

Their  gather 'd  fragrance  fling. 
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Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Care  ; 

The  panting  herds  repose  : 
Yet  hark,  how  through  the  peoplod  aic 

The  busy  murmur  glows  ! 
The  insect  youth  are  on  the  wing1, 
Eager  to  taste  the  honcv'd  spring, 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon : 
Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  skim, 
Some  shew  their  gaily  gilded  trim 

Quick-glancing  to  the  sun. 

To  Contemplation's  sober  eye 

Such  is  the  race  of  man  ; 
And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly,: 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  thro'  life's  little  day, 

In  fortune's  varying  colours  drest : 
Brush'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  mischance. 
Or  chill'd  by  age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave,  in  dust  to  rest. 

GBAYi 


THE  ADVANTAGES  OF  PRUDENCE. 

REGARD  thenvorld  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  raise  your  expectation  high. 
See  that  the  balanc'd  scales  be  such. 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much  :- 
For  disappointment  's  not  the  thing ; 
*Tis  pride  and  passage  point  the  sting. 
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Life  is  a  sea,  where  storms  must  rise  ; 
'Tis  folly  talks  of  cloudless  skies  ; 
He  who  contracts  his  swelling  sail, 
Eludes  the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  still,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ  * 
Distrust  embitters  present  joy  : 
On  God  for  all  events  depend  ; 
You  cannot  want  when  God's  your"  friend. 
Weigh  Well  your  part,  and  do  your  best ; 
Leave  to  your  Maker  all  the  rest. 

COTTON, 


REMEMBER  THY  CREATOR. 

IX  the  soft  season  of  thy  youth, 

In  nature's  smiling  bloom, 
Ere  age  arrive,  and  trembling  wait 

Its  summons  to  the  tomb  j 

HEM EMBER    THY    CREATOR,    GlOD  ; 

For  him  thy  pow'rs  employ  ; 
Make  him  thy  fear,  thy  love,  thy  hope, 
Thy  confidence,  thy  joy. 

lie  shall  defend  and  guide  thy  course, 

Through  life's  uncertain  sea, 
Till  thou  art  landed  on  the  shore 

Of  bless'd  eternity, 

Then,  seek  the  LORD  betimes,  and  choose 

The  path  of  heav'nly  truth  : 
The  earth  affords  no  lovelier  sight, 

Than  a  RELIGIOUS  YOUTH. 
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THE  QUALITIES  OF  HOPE. 

HOPE,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here  ; 
Joy  has  her  tears ;   and  transport  has  her  death ; 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  tho'  strong, 
Man's  heart  at  once  inspirits  and  serenes ; 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys ; 
'Tis  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear, 
Health  to  the  frame  !  and  vigour  to  the  mind ! 
Like  the  fair  summer-evening,  mild,  and  sweet ! 
7Tis  man's  full  cup ;  his  paradise  below  ! 

YOUNG* 


MAY  MOKNING. 

NOW  the  bright  morning  star,  day's  harbinger, 
Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 
The  fiow'ry  May,  who  from  hergreen  lap  throws 
The  yellow  cowslip,  and  the  pale  primrose. 

MILTON. 


TO  A  SNOW-DROP. 

EARLIEST  bud  that  decks  the  garden, 

Fairest  of  the  fragrant  race, 
first-bom  child  of  vernal  flora, 

Seeking  mild  thy  lowly  place  ; 

Tho*  no  warm  or'murmuring  zephyr 
Fan  thy  leaves  with  balmy  wing, 

Pleas'd  we  hail  thee,  spotless  blossom, 
Herald  of  the  infant  Spring. 
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Thro'  the  cold  and  cheerless  season 

Soft  thy  tender  form  expands, 
Safe  in  unaspiring  graces, 

Foremost  of  the  bloomy  bands. 

'Tis  not  thine  with  flaunting  beauty, 

To  attract  the  roving  sight ; 
Nature,  from  her  varied  wardrobe, 

Chose  thy  vest  of  purest  white. 

White,  as  falls  the  fleecy  shower, 
Thy  soft  form  in  sweetness  grows  ; 

Not  more  fair  the  valley's  treasure, 
Not  more  sweet  her  lily  blows. 

Drooping  harbinger  of  Flora, 

Simply  are  thy  blossoms  drest ; 
Artless  as  the  gentle  virtues 

Mansion'd  in  the  blameless  breast. 

When  to  pure  and  timid  virtue 
Friendship  twines  a  votive  wreath, 

O'er  die  fair  selected  garland 

Thou  thy  perfume  soft  shall  breathe. 

SYBILLA. 


THE  SOLITARY  MAX. 

HOW  blest  the  Solitary's  lot, 
[Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot^ 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 
his  crystal  well ! 
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Or  haply  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint-collected  dream  : 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  Heav'n  on  high, 
As  wandYmg,  meand'ring, 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

BURNS. 


HYMN  TO  CONTENT. 

O  THOU,  the  Nymph  with  placid  eye  I 
O  seldom  found,  yet  ever  nigh  ! 

Receive  my  template  vow  : 
Not  all  the  storms  that  shake  the  pole 
Can  e'er  disturb  thy  halcyon  soul, 

And  smooth  unalter'd  brow. 

No  more  by  varying  passions  beat, 
O  gently  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 

To  find  thy  hermit  cell ; 
Where  in  some  pure  and  equal  sky 
Beneath  thy  soft  indulgent  eye 

The  modest  virtues  dwell. 

Simplicity  in  Attic  vest, 

And  Innocence  with  candid  breast, 

And  clear  undaunted  eye  ; 
And  Hope,  who  points  to  distant  years, 
JFair  op'ning  thro'  this  vale  of  tears 

A  viiia  to  the  skv. 
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There  Health,  thro1  whose  calm  bosom  glide 
The  tempVate  joys  in  even  tide, 

That  rarely  ebb  or  flow  ; 
And  Patience  there,  thy  sister  meek, 
Presents  her  mild  unvarying  cheek 

To  meet  the  offer'd  blow. 

But  thou,  oh  Nymph  retir'd  and  coy  ! 
In  what  brown  hamlet  dost  thou  joy 

To  tell  thy  tender  tale  ? 
The  lowliest  children  of  the  ground, 
Moss-rose  and  violet,  blossom  round, 

And  lily  of  the  vale. 

When  Eve,  her  dewy  star  beneath, 
Thy  balmy  spirit  loves  to  breathe, 

And  ev'ry  storm  is  laid ; 
If  such  an  hour  was  e'er  thy  choice, 
Oft  let  me  hear  thy  soothing  voice 

Low  whisp'ring  thro7  the  shade. 

MRS.  BARBAULD. 


THE  VALUE  OF  BEAUTY. 

BEAUTY  is  but  a  vain,  a  fleeting  good, 
A  shining  gloss  that  fadeth  suddenly  ; 

A  flow'r  that  dies  when  almost  in  the  bud, 
A  brittle  glass  that  breaketh  presently. 

A  fleeting  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flov/r 

Lost,  tiided,  broken,  dead,  within  an  hour. 


POETICAL  MORALIST. 


As  goods  when  lost  we  know  are  seldom  found, 
As  fading  gloss  no  rubbing  can  excite  ; 

As  flow'rs  when  dead  are  trampled  on  the  ground, 
As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  unite  ; 

JSo  Beauty,  blemish'd  once,  is  ever  lost, 

.In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pains,  and  cost. 

SHAKSPEARE. 

RESIGNATION. 

O  GOD,  whose  thunder  shakes  the  sky, 
Whose  eye  this  atom  globe  surveys, 

To  thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, 
Thy  mercy  in  thy  justice  praise. 

The  mystic  mazes  of  thy  will, 

The  shadows  of  celestial  light, 
Are  past  the  power  of  human  ski  It  — 

But  what  th1  Eternal  acts  is  right. 

O  teach  me  in  the  trying  hour, 

When  anguish  swells  the  dewy  tear, 

To  still  my  sorrows,  own  thy  pow'r 
Thy  goodness  love,  thy  justice  fear, 

If  in  this  bosom  aught  but  Thee 

Encroaching  sought  a  boundless  sway, 

Omniscience  could  the  danger  see, 
And  Mercy  look  the  cause  away. 

Then  why,  my  soul,  dost  thou  complain,  £ 
Why  drooping  seek  the  dark  recess  !• 

Shake  off  the  melancholy  chain, 
For  God  created  all  to  bless-. 
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The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night, 
Which  on  my  sinking  spirits  steals, 

Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light, 

Which  God,  my  East,  rny  Sun,  reveals. 

CHATTERTON, 

THE  STREAM  OF  THE  DESART. 

IF  from  lone  cliffs  a  bursting  rill  expands, 
Its  transient  course,  and  sinks  into  the  sands, 
O'er  the  moist  rock  the  fell  hyaena  prowls, 
The  leopard  hisses,  and  tjie  panther  growls  ; 
On  quiv'ring  wing  the  famish'd  vulture  screams, 
Dips  his  dry  beak,  and  sweeps  the  gushing  streams  2 
With  foamy  jaws  beneath,  and  sanguine  tongue. 
Laps  the  lean  wolf,  and  pants  and  runs  along  ; 
Stern  stalks  the  lion,  on  the  rustling  brinks, 
Hears  the  dread  snake,  and  trembles  as  he  drink*  ^ 
Quick  darts  the  scaly  monster  o'er  the  plain, 
Fold  after  fold,  his  undulating  train  ; 
And,  bending  o'er  the  lake  his  crested  brow, 
Starts  at  the  crocodile  that  gapes  below. 

DARWIN* 

ODE  TO  EVENING. 

HAIL,  meek-eyed  Maiden,  clad  in  sober  greyfc 
Whose  soft  approach  the  weary  woodman  loves  j 
As  homeward  bent  to  kiss  his  prattling  babes, 
Jocund  he  whistles  through  the  twilight  groves. 
When  Phoebus  sinks  beneath  the  gilded  hills, 
\  ou  lightly  o'er  the  misty  meadows  walk  ;• 
G 
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The  drooping  daisies  bathe  in  dulcet  dews, 
And  nurse  the  nodding  violet's  tender  stalk. 

To  the  deep  wood  the  clamorous  rooks  repair, 
Light  skims  the  swallow  o'er  the  wat'ry  scene  : 
And  from  the  sheep-cot,  and  fresh-furrow  'd  field, 
Stout  ploughmen  meet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
The  swain,  that  artless  sings  on  yonder  rock, 
His  supping  sheep  and  lengthening  shadow  spies, 
Pleas'd  with  the  cool,  the  calm  refreshing  hour, 
And  with  hoarse  humming  of  unnumber'd  flies. 
O  modest  Evening  !  oft  let  me  appear 
A  wandering  votary  in  thy  pensive  train  ; 
Listening  to  every  wildly-warbling  note 
That  fills  with  farewel  sweet  thy  darkening  plain. 

j.  VVARTON. 

THE  TEA  TABLE. 

NOW  stir  the  fire  and  close  the  shutters  fast, 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud-hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  ev'ning  in. 

COWPER. 


TO  A  LITTLE  GIRL. 
FAIREST  flower,  all  flowers  excelling, 

Which  in  Milton's  page  we  see  : 
Flowers  of  Eve's  embowered  dwelling 

Are,  my  fair  one,  types  of  tkee. 
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Mark,  my  Polly,  how  the  roses 

Emulate  thy  damask  cheek  ; 
Plow  the  bud  its  sweets  discloses— 

Buds  thy  opening  bloom  bespeak. 

I  <ilies  are  by  plain  direction 

Emblems  of  a  double  kind  ; 
Emblems  of  thy  fair  complexion, 

Emblems  of  thy  fairer  mind. 

But,  dear  girl,  both  flowers  and  beauty 

Blossom,  fade,  and  die  away  ; 
Then  pursue  good  sense  and  duty, 

Evergreens!  which  ne'er  decay.  COTTOX. 


ZEMBLA. 

ZEMBLA's  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  frostj 
Rise  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coast ; 
Pale  suns,  unfelt,  at  distance  roll  away, 
And  on  th'  impassive  ice  the  lightnings  play  ; 
Eternal  snows  the  growing  mass  supply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th'  incumbent  sky  : 
As  Atlas  tix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears 
The  gathered  winter  of  a  thousand  years. 

POPE. 

HYMN  OF  THANKSGIVING. 

HOW  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  ! 

How  sure  is  their  defence  ! 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  omnipotence. 
G2 
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In  foreign  realms  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  passed  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweeten'd  every  soil, 

Made  every  region  please  ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'rl, 

And  smooth  'd  the  Tyrrhene  seas; 

Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  think, 

How  with  affrighted  eyes 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide  extended  deerj 

In  all  its  horrors  rise  ! 

Confusion  dwelt  in  ev'ry  face, 

And  fear  in  ev'ry  heart, 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  giilphs  in  gul 

Overcame  the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free  ; 
While  in  the  confidence  of  pray'r 

My  soul  took  hold  on  thee. 

.For  tho'  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear, 

i\or  impotent  to  save. 

The  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir'dj 

Obedient  to  thy  will  ; 
The  sea,  that  roar'd  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  was  still. 
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bl  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore  ; 
And  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past,  - 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  tliou  preserv'st  my  life, 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom, 

•Shall  join  my  soul  to  the 

ADDISOX. 


BEAUTIES  OF  NATURE. 

OBSERVE  the  rising  lily's  snowy  grace, 
Observe  the  various  vegetable  race  ; 
Theyneither  toil  nor  spin,  but  careless  grow, 
Yet  see  how  Avarm  they  blush  !  how   bright  they 

glow! 

\\  hat  regal  vestments  can  with  them  compare  ? 
"What  king  so  shining,  or  what  queen  s*>  fair  I 

THOMSON. 

FRIENDSHIP. 
DISTILL/D  amidst  the  gloom  of  ni^ht, 

Dark  hang.-  the  dew-drop  on  the  thorn  ! 
Till,  notic'd  by  approaching  light, 

It  glitters  in  the  smile  of  mom. 

Morn  soon  retires,  her  feeble  pow'r 

The  smi  outbeams  with  genial  day, 
Ami  gently,  in  benignant  hour, 

Exhales  die  liquid  pearl  away. 
G  3 
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Thus  on  Affliction's  sable  bed 
Deep  sorrows  rise  of  saddest  hue  ; 

Condensing  round  the  mourner's  head, 
They  bathe  the  cheek  with  chilly  dew. 

*Tho'  Pity  shows  her  dawn  from  Heaven, 
When  kind  she  points  assistance  near  ; 

To  Friendship's  sun  alone  'tis  given 
To  soothe  and  dry  the  mourner's  tear, 

PENROSt;. 

EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 

ERE  sin  could  blight,  or  sorrow  fade, 

Death  came  with  friendly  care; 
The  op'ning  bud  to  Heav'n  convey  'd, 

And  bade  it  blossom  there. 


THE  LEOPARD. 

FIERCE  from  his  lair  springs  forth  the  speckled 

pard, 

Thirsting  for  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy  ; 
The  huntsman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not  :  at  convenient  distance  fix'd, 
A  polish'd  mirror  stops  in  full  career 
The  furious  brute  :  he  there  his  image  views  ^ 
Spots  against  spots  with  rage  improving  glow  / 
Another  pard  his  bristling  whiskers  curls, 
Grins  as  he  grins,  fierce-menacing,  and  widt 
Distends  his  op'ning  jaws  ;  himself  against 
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Himself  oppos'd,  and  with  dread  vengeance  ann'd. 
The  huntsman,  now  secure,  with  fatal  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  spear,  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  shade. 

SOMERVILEL 


DIVINE  GRACE. 

CREATOR  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  tirst  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come,  pour  thy  joys  on  human  kiad  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee. 

O  source  of  uncreated  light* 
The  Father's  promis'd  Paraclete ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  thy  sacred  unction  bring 
To  sanctify  us,  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace  !  descend  from  high, 
Rich  in  thy  sevenfold  energy  ; 
Thou  strength  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Whose  power  does  heaven  and  earth  command ! 
.Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence, 
Who  dost  the  gifts  of  tongues  dispense, 
.And  crown'st  the  gift  with  eloquence. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practice  all  that  we  believe  : 
Give  us  thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father,  and  the  SOB,  by  the*. 
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Immortal  honour,  endless  lame, 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name  : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorify  \l, 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  dy'd : 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee  ! 


AN  ANCIENT  CATHEDRAL. 

HOW  rev'rend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile, 
Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads, 
To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  ponderous  roof, 
By  its  own  weight  made  stedfast  and  immoveable  ! 
Looking  tranquillity,  it  strikes  an  awe 
And  terror  to  my  aching  sight  !  The  tombs 
And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold, 
And  shoot  a  chillness  to  my  trembling  heart. 

CONGREVC. 

FRANCE. 

GAY  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 
Pleas'd  with  the  world,  whom  all  the  world  can 

please, 

How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir, 
With  tuneless  pipe,  beside  the  murmVing  Loire  I 
Where  shading  elms  along  the  margin  grew, 
And,  freslien'd  from  the  wave,  the  zephyr  flew  ; 
And  haply,  tho'  my  harsh  touch  falt'ring  still, 
But  mock'd  all  time,  and  marr'd  the  dancer's  ^ki!l, 
Vet  would  the  village  praise  my  wondrous  pow'r, 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noon-tide  hour  ! 

GOLDSMITH. 
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SLANDER. 

WHAT  is  that  vice  which  still  prevails, 
When  almost  ev'ry  passion  fails  ; 
Which,  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  spoil 
The  fairest  flow'rs,  and  choke  the  soil  ? 
'Tis  Slander — and,  with  shame  I  own, 
The  vice  of  human  kind  alone. 

The  insidious  sland'ring  thief  is  worse 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  steals  your  purse. 
Say,  he  purloins  your  glittering  store  ; 
Who  takes  your  gold,  takes  trash — no  more  ; 
Perhaps  he  pilfers — to  bte  fed — 
Ah,  guiltless  wretch  who  steals  for  bread  ! 
But  the  dark  villain  who  shall  aim, 
To  blast,  my  fair,  thy  spotless  name, 
He'd  steal  a  precious  gem  away, 
Steal  what  both  Indies  can't  repay  ! 
Here  the  strong  pleas  of  want  are  vain* 
i  Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 
No  sinking  family  to  save  ! 
No  gold  to  glut  th'  insatiate  knave* ! 

COTTON; 

CHARITY. 

DID  sweeter  sounds  adorn  my  flowing  tongue, 
Thim  e'ver  man  pronounc'd,  or  angel  sung  ; 
i  Had  I  all  knowledge,  human  and  divine, 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  science  can  define  ; 
And  had  I  power  to  give  that  knowledge  birth, 
In  all  the  speeches  of  the  babbling  earth  : 
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Yet,  gracious  Charity  !  indulgent  guest, 
Were  not  thy  power  exerted  in  my  breast, 
Those  speeches  would  send  up  unheeded  prayer ; 
That  scorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  despair. 

Charity,  decent,  modest,  easy,  kind, 
Softens  the  high,  and  rears  the  abject  mind. 
Not  soon  provok'd,  she  easily  forgive.-), 
And  much  she  suffers,  as  she  much  believes. 
Soft  Peace  she  brings  wherever  she  arrives, 
She  builds  our  quiet,  as  she  forms  our  live.-?, 
Lays  the  rough  path  of  peevish  Nature  even, 
And  opens  in  each  heart  a  little  heaven. 

When  constant  Faith  and  holy  Hope  shall  die, 
One  lost  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy, 
Thou,  more  exalted  power,  fair  Charity, 
Triumphant  sister,  greatest  of  the  three, 
Thy  office  and  thy  nature  still  the  same, 
Lasting  thy  lamp,  and  unconsum'd  thy  flame, 

Shalt  still  survive 

Shalt  stand  before  the  host  of  Heaven  confest, 
For  ever  blessing,  and  for  ever  blest. 


THE  FISHER. 

IN  genial  spring  beneath  the  quiv'ring  shade, 
Where  cooling  vapour*  breathe  along  the  mead, 
The  patient  tisher  takes  his  silent  stand, 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand  : 
With  looks  unmovM  he  hopes  the  scaly  breed, 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork  and  bending  reed. 
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Our  plenteous  streams  a  various  race  supply : 
The  bright  eyed  perch,  with  fins  of  Tynan  dye ; 
The  silver  eel,  in  shining  volumes  roli'd  ; 
The  yellow  carp,  in  scales  bedrop  d  with  gold  ; 
Swift  trouts,  diversified  with  crimson  stain  ; 
And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  wat'ry  plain. 

POPE. 

THE  TRAVELLER'S  RETURN. 

SWEET  to  the  morning  traveller 

The  sky-lark's  earliest  song, 
Whose  twinkling  wings  are  seen  at  fits 

The  dewy  light  among. 

And  cheering  to  the  traveller 

The  gales  that  round  him  play, 
When  faint  and  wearily  he  drags 

Along  his  noontide  way. 

And  when  beneath  th'  unclouded  sun 

Full  wearily  toils  he, 
The  flowing  water  makes  to  him 

Most  pleasant  melody. 

And  when  the  evening  light  decays, 

And  all  is  calm  around, 
There  is  sweet  music  to  his  ear 

In  the  distant  sheep-bell's  sound. 

And  sweet  the  neighbouring  church's  bell 

That  marks  his  journey'a  bourn  ; 
But  'weett-r  is  the  voice  of  lave 

That  welcomes  hi*  return  ! 

ANTHOLOGY. 
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PROVIDENCE. 

THERE  is  a  pow'r 

Unseen,  that  rules  th'  illimitable  world, 
That  guides  its  motions,  from  the  brightest  star 
To  the  least  dust  of  this  sin-tainted  mould ; 
\Vhile  man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  Lord 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependance. 
This  sacred  truth,  by  sure  experience  taught, 
Thou  must  have  learnt  when  wandering  all  alone, 
Each  bird,  each  insect,  Hitting  thro'  the  sky, 
Was  more  sufficient  for  itself,  than  thou. 

THOMSON, 


THE  CHARMS  OF  SPRING. 

SCANT  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-born  ranks  expand  : 
The  fresh-turn'd  soil  with  tender  blades 
Thinly  the  sprouting  barley  shades ; 
Fringing  the  forest's  devious  edge, 
Half-rob'd  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge ; 
Or  to  the  distant  eye  displays 
"Weakly  green  its  budding  sprays, 

The  swallow,  for  a  moment  ^een, 
Skims  in  haste  the  village  green : 
From  the  grey  moor,  on  feeble  wing. 
The  screaming  plovers  idly  spiir.g  : 
The  butterfly,  gay-painted  soon, 
Explores  awhile  the  tepid  noon, 
And  fondly  trusts  its  tender  dyes 
To  fickle  sun*  and  tiatt'ring  skies. 
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Fraught  with  a  transient,  frozen  ihow  r, 
If  a  cloud  .should  haply  low'r. 
Sailing  o'er  the  landscape  dark, 
Mute  on  a  sudden  is  the  lark  ; 
But  when  gleams  the  sun  again 
O'er  the  pearl-besprinkled  plain, 
And  from  hehi ad  his  wat'ry  veil 
Looks  through  the  tuiu-descending  hail, 
She  mounts,  and,  lessening  to  the  sight, 
Salutes  the  blythe  return  of  light, 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  pursues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  scattered  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  inclose 
The  moat  of  yonder  antique  hail, 
Swarm  the  rooks  with  clamorous  call  • 
And,  to  the  toils  of  nature  true, 
Wreath  their  capacious  nests  anew. 

T.  "WARTOX. 


TO  VIRTUE  IN  DISTRESS. 

YE  good  distressed  ! 

Ye  noble  few  J  who  here  unbending  stand 
Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhile, 
Aud  what  your  bounded  view",  which  only  saw 
A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more  : 
The  storms  of  Wintry  Time  tvill  quickly  pass, 
And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 

THOMSON. 
II 
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IMMORTALITY. 

WHEN  the  pure  soul  is  from  the  body  flown, 
No  more  shall  Night's  alternate  reign  be  known  : 
The  sun  no  more  shall  rolling  light  bestow, 
But  from  th'  Almighty  streams  of  glory  flow. 
Oh  !  may  some  nobler  thought  my  soul  employ, 
Than  empty,  transient,  sublunary  joy  ! 
The  stars  shall  drop,  the  sun  shall  lose  his  flame : 
But  thou,  O  God !  for  ever  shine  the  same. 

GAY. 


A  MORNING  HYMN. 

TO  Thee  let  my  first  off 'rings  rise, 

Whose  sun  creates  the  day ; 
Swift  as  his  gladd'ning  influence  flies, 

And  spotless  as  his  ray. 

Sound  was  my  sleep,  my  dreams  were  gay  : 
How  short  such  time  reviewed ; 

My  night  -stole  unperceivM  away; 
I'm,  like  the  day,  renew'd. 

This  day  thy  fav'ring  hand  be  nigh, 

So  oft  vouchsafed  before  : 
iStiil  may  it  lead,  protect,  supply, 

And   I  that  hand  adore. 

If  bliss  thy  Pr6vidence  impart. 

For  which,   resign 'd,  I  pray. 
Give  me  to  feel  the  grateful  heart. 

And  without  guilt  be  guy. 
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Affliction,  should  thy  love  intend, 

As  vice  or  folly's  cure ; 
Patient  to  gain  that  blessed  end, 

May  I  the  means  endure. 

If  bright  or  cloudy  scenes  await, 

Sjoine  virtue  let  me  gain : 
That  Heaven,  nor  high,  nor  low  estate, 

When  sent,  may  send  in  vain. 

Be  this,  and  ev'ry  future  day, 

Still  wise'r  than  'the  past, 
That,  from  the  whole  of  life's  survey, 

I  may  tind  peace  at  last. 


THE  HAPPY  OLD  MAN. 

"  YOU  are  old,  father  William,"  a  young  man  thus 
cried, 

"  The  few  locks  that  are  left  you  are  gray  : 
You  are  hale,  father  William,  a  hearty  old  man  : 

Now  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray," 

"  In  the  days    of    my    youth,"    father  William 

replied, 

44  I  remembered  that  youth  would  fly  fast, 
And  abus'd  not  my  health  and  my  vigour  at  first, 
That  I  never  might  need  them  at  last." 

"You  are  old,  father  William, "the  youth  again  cried, 
"  And  pleasures  with  youth  pass  away, 

And  yet  you  lament  not  the  days  that  are  gone : 
.'•-  \v  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray." 
H2 
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"  In  the  clays  of  my  youth,"  father  William  replied, 
"  I  remember'd  that  youth  could  not  last ; 

I  thought  of  the  future  whatever  I  did, 
That  I  never  might  grieve  for  the  past." 

"You  are  old,  father  William,"  the  young  man  still 
cried, 

"  And  life  must  be  hast'nmg  away  ; 
You  are  cheerful,  and  love  to  converse  upon  death, 

Now  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray." 

"   I  am  cheerful,    young  man,"    fatlper   William 
replied, 

*'  Let  the  cause  thy  attention  engage  : 
In  the  days  of  my  youth  I  remember VI  my  God, 

And  he  hath  not  forgotten  my  age." 

ANTHOLOGY. 


RETIREMENT, 

WHEN  in  the  crimson  cloud  of  even> 

The  lingering  light  decays. 
And  Hesper  on  the  front  of  heaven 

His  glittering  gems  displays  ; 

Deep  in  the  silent  vale,  unseen, 

Beside  a  lulling  stream, 
A  pensive  youth,  of  placid  mien>, 

Indulg'd  his  tender  theme.. 

Y~e  cliffs,  in  holy  grandeur  pi  I'd. 

High  o'er  the  glimmering  dale  : 
Ye  woods,  along  whose  windings  \vikl 

Murmurs  the  solemn  gale  : 
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Where  Melancholy  strays  forlorn, 

And  woe  retires  to  weep, 
What  time  the  wane  moon's  yellow  horn 

Gleams  on  the  western  deep  : 

To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charms 

Ne'er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 
'ScapM  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms, 

To  your  retreats  I  fly. 

Deep  in  your  most  sequester 'd  bower 

Let  me  at  last  recline, 
Where  Solitude,  mild  modest  power, 

Leans  on  her  ivy'd  shrine. 

For  me  no  more  the  path  invites 

Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 
No  more  I  climb  those  toilsome  heiglrts 

By  guileful  hope  misled  ; 

Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 

To  Mirth's  enliv'ning  strain  ; 

For  present  pleasures  soon  are  .o'er, 

l  the  past  is  vain. 

BEATTIF.. 


CONTEMPLATION. 

SWEET  bird  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly, 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy  ! 
Thee,  chauntress,  oft  the  woods  among 
I  woo,  10  hoar  ihy  ev'nimr  song : 
H3 
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And  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 

On  the  dry,  smooth -shaven  green, 

To  behold  the  wandering  Moon, 

Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 

Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 

Through  the  Heaven's  wide  pathless  way, 

And  oft  as  if  her  head  she  bow'd, 

Stooping  thro'  a  fleecy  cloud. 

Oft,  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 

I  hear  the  tap-off  curfew  sound, 

Over  some  wide  watered  shore; 

Swinging  slow  with  solemn  roar  : 

Or,  if  the  air  will  not  permit, 

Some  still  removed  place  will  tit, 

Where  glowing  embers  through  the  roon* 

Teach  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloom  : 

Far  from  aff  resort  of  mirth < 

Save  the  cricket  OH  the  hearth, 

Or  the  bellman's  drowsy  charm, 

To  bless  the  doors  from  nightly  harm  : 

Or  let  my  lamp  at  midnight  hour, 

Be  seen  in  some  high  lonely  tower, 

Where  I  may  outwatch  the  Bear 

With  thrice  great  Hermes,  or  unsphere' 

The  spirit  of  Plato  to  unfold 

WThat  worlds  or  what  vast  regions-  hold 

Th'  immortal  mincl.  that  hath  forsook 

Her  mansion  in  his  fleshly  nook  : 

And  of  those  Daemons-  that  are  found 

In  tire,  air,  Hood,  or  under-ground- 

MILTON. 
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THE  TEMPESTUOUS  EVENING. 


's  grandeur  in  the  sounding  storm, 
That  drives  the  hurrying  clouds  along, 
That  on  each  other  seem  to  throng, 
And  mix  in  many  a  varied  form  ; 
While,  bursting  now  and  then  between, 
The  moon's  dim  misty  orb  is  seen, 
And  easts  faint  glimpses  on  the  green. 

Beneath  the  blast  the  forests  bend, 
And  thick  the  branchy  ruin  lies, 
And  wide  the  shower  of  foliage  flies  : 
The  lake's  black  waves  m  tumult  blend  * 
Revolving  o'er,  and  o'er,  and  o'er, 
And  foaming  on  the  rocky  shore, 
Whose  caverns1  echo  to  their  roar. 

The  sight  sublime  enrapts  my  thought, 
And  swift  along  the  past  it  strays, 
And  much  of  strange  event  surveys, 
What  History's  faithful  tongue  has  taught; 
Or  Fancy  formed,  w  hose  plastic  skill 
The  page  with,  fabled  change  can  fill, 
Of  ill  to  good,  or  good  to  ill. 
But  can  my  soul  the  scene  enjoy, 
That  rends  another's  breast  with  pain  ? 
O  hapless  he,  who,  near  the  main, 
Now  sees  its  billowy  rage  destroy  \ 
Beholds  the  foundering  bark  descend, 
Nor  knows  but  what  its  fate  may  end 
The-  moments  of  his  dearest  friend. 
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THE  CAREER  OF  TIME. 

TIME  rolls  his  ceaseless  course.    The  race  of  yore 

Who  danced  our  infancy  upon  their  knee, 
And  told  our  marvelling  boy-hood  legends  store, 

Of  their  strange  ventures  happ'd  by  land  or  sea, 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be  ! 

How  few,  all  weak  and  withered  of  their  force, 
Wait,  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity, 

Like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  returning  hoarse, 
To  sweep  them  from  our  sight  I    Time  rolls  JHS 
ceaseless  course. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 


COUNTRY  AND  TOWN  LIFE. 

GOD  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  giiu 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound, 
And  least  be  threatened,  in  the  fields  and  groves  ^ 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Your  element ;  there  only  ye  can  shine, 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
Tfce  pensive  wancTrer  in  their  shades.     At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wish  ; 
Birds  warbling-,  all  the  music.     We  can  spaiv 
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The  splendour  of  your  Limps  ;  they  but  eclipse 
Our  softer  satellite.     Your  songs  confound 
Our  more  harmonious  notes.     The  thrush  departs 
Scar'd,  and  th1  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 

COWPER. 


ADAM  AND  EVE's  MORNING  HYHV1N. 

THESE  are  thy  glorious  works,  Parent  of  good, 
Almighty,  thine  this  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair  ;  thyself  how  wondrous  then  ! 
Unspeakable,  who  sitt'st  above  these  Heavens 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works :  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  pow'r  divine. 
Speak  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Angels;  for  ye  behold  him,  and  with  songs- 
And  choral  symphonies,  day  without  night, 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing ;  ye  in  Heaven, 
On  Earth,  join  all  ye  creatures  to  extol 
Him  first,  him  last,  him  midst,  and  without  end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  lost  in  the  train  of  night, 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn, 
Sure  pledge  of  day,  that  crown'st  the  smiling  mom 
With  thy  bright  circlet,  praise  him  in  thy  sphere, 
While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  Sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and  soul, 
Acknowledge  him  thy  greater,  sound  his  praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  both  when  thou  climb'st, 
And  when  high  noon  hast  gaiu'd,  and  wh«n  thou 

fall'st. 

Moon,  that  now  meet'st  the  orient  sun,  now  fly'st 
•With  the  nx'd  stars,  fix'd  in  their  orb  that  flies, 
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Audi  ye  five  other  wand'ring  fires  that  move 

In  mystic  dance,  not  without  song,  resound 

His  praise,  who  out  of  darkness  call'd  up  light. 

Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldest  birth 

Of  Nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 

Perpetual  circle,  multiform ;  and  mix 

And  nourish  all  things ;  let  your  ceaseless  change 

Vary  to  our  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 

Ye  Mists  and  Exhalations  that  now  rise 

From  hill  or  streaming  lake,  dusky  or  grey, 

Till  the  sun  paint  your  fleecy  skirts  with  gold, 

In  honour  to  the  world's  great  Author  rise ! 

Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  th'  uncolour'd  sky, 

Or  wet  the  thirsty  earth  with  falling  showers, 

Rising  or  falling  still  advance  his  praise. 

His  praise,  ye  Winds,  that  from  four  quarters  blow, 

Breathe  soft  or  loud  ;  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  Pines, 

With  every  plant  in  sign  of  worship  wave. 

Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble  as  ye  flow 

Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  his  praise. 

Join  voices,  all  ye  living  souls ;  ye  Birds, 

That  singing  up  to  Heaven's  gate  ascend, 

Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  praise, 

\e  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 

The  earth,  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  creep ; 

Witness  if  I  be  silent,  morn  or  even, 

To  hill  or  valley,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade 

Made  vocal  by  my  song,  and  taught  his  praise 

Hail  universal  Lord  !  be  bounteous  still 

To  give  us  only  good ;  and  if  the  night 

Have  gather'd  aught  of  evil,  or  conceafd, 

Disperse  it,  as  now  light  dispels  the  dark. 

MILTON. 
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THE  BLIND  BOY. 

0  SAY,  what  is  that  thing  call'd  light, 
Which  I  must  ne'er  enjoy  ? 

What  are  the  blessings  of  the  sight  ? 
O  tell  your  poor  blind  boy  ! 

You  talk  of  wondrous  things  you  see : 
You  say  the  sun  shines  bright : 

1  feel  him  warm,  but  how  can  he 

Or  make  it  day,  or  night  ? 

My  day  or  night  myself  I  make 

Whene'er  I  sleep  or  play, 
And  could  I  always  keep  awake 

With  me  't  were  always  day. 

With  heavy  sighs  I  often  hear 

You  mourn  my  hapless  woe : 
But  sure  with  patience  I  can  bear 

A  loss  I  ne'er  can  know. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 

My  cheer  of  mind  destroy  ; 
While  thus  1  sing,  I  am  a  king, 

Although  a  poor  blind  boy.  CIBBKR. 


EVENING. 

O'ER  the  heath  the  heifer  strays 
Five  ; — (the  furrow'd  task  is  done) 

Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Burnish' d  by  the  setting  suii. 
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Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill, 
Sinking  from  a  golden  sky  : 

Can  the  pencil's  mimic  skill 
Copy  the  refulgent  dye  / 

Trudging  as  the  ploughmen  go, 
(To  the  smoking  hamlet  bound) 

Giant-like  their  shadows  grow, 
Lengthen'd  o'er  the  level  ground. 

Where  the  rising  forest  spreads 
Shelter  for  the  lordly  dome ! 

TO  their  high-built  airy  beds 
See  the  rooks  returning  home  t 

As  the  lark,  with  vary'd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  evening  loud  ; 

Mark  the  mild  resplendent  moon 
Breaking  though  a  parted  cloud ! 

Now  the  hermit  howlet  peeps 

From  the  barn,  or  twisted  brake  : 

And  the  blue  mist  slowly  creeps, 
Curling  on  the  silver  lake. 

As  the  trout  in  speckled  pride, 
Playful  from  its  bosom  springs  ; 

To  the  banks  a  ruttled  tide 
Verges  in  successive  rings. 

Tripping  through  the  silken  grass, 
O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 

Mark  the  rose-complexion :d  hiss, 
With  her  well-poised  milking-pail. 
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Linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notes, 

And  the  Cuckoo  bird  with  two, 
Tuning;  sweet  their  mellow  throats, 

Bid  the  setting  sun  adieu. 

CUNNINGHAM. 


CONSTANCY  AND  FORTITUDE. 

ONE  way  let  all  thy  words  and  actions  tend, 
Reason  their  constant  guide,  and  truth  their  end. 
And  ever  mindful  of  thy  mortal  state, 
How  quick,  how  various  are  the  turns  of  fate; 
How  here,  how  there,  the  tides  of  fortune  roll ; 
How  soon  impending  death  concludes  the  whole, 
Compose  thy  mind,  and  free  from  anxious  strife 
Kndure  thy  portion  of  the  ills  of  life. 

FITZGERALD. 


SWEETS  OF  CONTENTMENT. 

WITH  passion  unruffled,  untainted  with  pride, 

By  reason  my  life  let  me  square: 
The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cheaply  supplied  ; 

And  the  rest  is  but  folly  and  care. 

The  blessings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent, 

I'll  justly  and  gratefully  prize  ; 
While  sweet  meditation  and  cheerful  content 

Shull  make  iue  both  healthful  and  wise. 
I 
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In  the  pleasures  the  great  man's  possessions  display, 

Unenvied  I'll  challenge  my  part ; 
For  ev'ry  fair  object  my  eyes  can  survey 

Contributes  to  gladden  my  heart. 

How  vainly,  through  infinite  trouble  and  strife, 

The  many  their  labours  employ  ! 
Since  all  that  is  truly  delightful  in  life 

Is  what  all,  if  they  please,  may  enjoy  ! 


THE  ROSE-BUD. 

QUEEN  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rosa. 
The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  disclose  ! 
The  winter's  past,  the  tempests  fly. 
Soft  gales  breathe  gently  thro'  the  sky  ; 
The  lark  sweet  warbling  on  the  wing, 
Salutes  the  gay  return  of  spring  : 
The  silver  dews  the  vernal  showers, 
Call  forth  a  bloomy  waste  of  flowers  ; 
The  joyous  fields,  the  shady  woods, 
Are  cloth'd  with  green,  or  swell'd  with  buds  : 
Then, haste  thy  beauties  to  disclose, 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rose ! 

BROO.ME. 


THE  OMNIPRESENCE  OF  GOD. 

SHOJJLD  fate  command  me  to  the  farthest  vergt 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  distant  barbarous  climes, 
Rivers  unknown  to  song ;  where  first  the  sun 
Hilda  Indian  mountains,  or  his  setting  beam 
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Flames  on  th'  Atlantic  isles  ;  'tis  nought  to  me  : 
Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  felt, 
In  the  void  waste  as  in  the  city  full ; 
And  where  He  vital  spreads,  there  must  be  joy. 

THOMSON, 


THE  RURAL  SEAT. 

O  LET  me  haunt  this  peaceful  shade  ; 
Nor  let  Ambition  e'er  invade 
The  tenants  of  this  leafy  bo\ver, 
That  shim  her  paths,  and  slight  her  power  ! 

Hither  the  peaceful  halcyon  flies 
From  social  meads  and  opon  skies  ; 
Pleas'd  by  this  rill  her  course  to  steer, 
And  hide  her  sapphire  plumage  here. 

The  trout,  bedropt  with  crimson  stains, 
Forsakes  the  river's  proud  domains  ; 
Forsakes  the  suns  unwelcome  gleam, 
To  lurk  within  this  humble  stream. 

And  sure,  I  hear  the  Naiad's  say, 
Flow,  flow,  my  stream,  this  devious  way 
Tlio'  lovely-soft  thy  murmurs  are, 
Thy  waters  lively,  cool,  and  fr.ir  : 

Flow,  gentle  stream,  nor  lei  the  vain 
Thy  small  unsullied  stores  disdain  ; 
Nor  let  the  pensive  sage  repine, 
Whose  latent  course  resembles  thine. 
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KING  ARTHUR'S  ROUND  TABLE. 

WHERE  Venta's*  Norman  castle  still  upreaiS 
Its  rafter'd  hall,  that  o'er  the  grassy  foss, 
And  scattered  flinty  fragments,  clad  in  moss, 

On  yonder  steep  in  naked  state  appears ; 

High-hung  remains,  the  pride  of  warlike  years, 
Old  Arthur's  Board  :  on  the  capacious  round 
Some  British  pen  has  sketch'd  the  names  re- 
nown'd 

In  marks  obscure,  of  his  immortal  peers. 

Though  join'd  by  magic  skill,  with  many  a  rime, 
The  Druid  frame  unhonour'd  falls  a  prey 

To  the  slow  vengeance  of  the  wizard  Time, 
And  fade  the  British  characters  away ; 

Yet  Spenser's  page,  that  chants  in  verse  .sublime 

Those  chiefs,  shall  live  unconscious  of  decay. 

T.  WARTON. 

*  The  ancient  name  of  Winchester. 


PROCRASTINATION. 

TO-MORROW,  didst  thou  say  I 
Methought  I  heard  Horatio  say,  To-morrow. 
Go  to — I  will  not  hear  of  it — to-morrow  ! 
Tis  a  sharper  who  stakes  his  penury 
Against  thy  plenty — who  takes  thy  ready  cash, 
And  pays  thee  nought    but  wishes,    hopes,  and 

promises, 
Th»  currency  of  idiots.     Injurious  bankrupt, 
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That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  I — To-morrow  I 
It  is  a  period  no  where  to  be  found 
In  all  the  hoary  registers  of  time, 
Unless  perchance  in  the  fool's  calendar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 
With  those  who  own  it,     No,  my  Horatio, 
'Tis  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  its  father  ; 
Wrought  of  such  stnil  as  dreams  are  :  and  baseless 
AP  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 

Eat  soft,  my  friends,  arrest  the  present  moments  ; 
For  he  assur'd,  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales  ; 
And  tho'   their  flight   be  silent,    and  their  paths 

trackless 

As  the  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air, 
They  p:>.-t  to  Hi-avon,  aii-l  there  record  thy  folly — 
I^ecause,  t.!,o'  stationed  on  the  important  watch, 
Thou,  like'  a  sleeping,  faithless  sentinel. 
Didst  let  them  pass  unnoticed,  unimprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  slumber'st  on  the  guard, 
Thou  sh.tlt  be  made  to  answer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive  :  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  stand  im pleaded  at  the  high  tribunal 
Of  hood-winki  Justice,  who  shalt  tell  thy  audit  ? 

Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio  : 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wi^Unri  on  in  wi-ig-, 
*Tis  of  more  worth  than  kingdoms !  far  moiv  precious 
Than  all  the  crimson  treasures  of 'life's  foaaiain-. 
Oh  I  lot  it  not  elude  thy  grasp,  but,  like 
The  good  old  pairiarch  upon  record. 
Hold  th-  lieet  angel  fast  until  he  bless  thc't. 


I  3 
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THE  ITALIAN  COTTAGER. 

DEAR  is  my  little  native  vale, 

The  ring-dove  builds  and  warbles  theM ; 
Close  by  my  cot  she  tells  her  tale 

To  every  passing  villager. 
The  squirrel  leaps  from  tree  to  tree, 
And  shells  his  nute  at  liberty. 

In  orange  groves  and  Myrtle-bowers, 
That  breathe  a  gale  of'  fragrance  round, 

I  charm  the  fairy-footed  hours 

With  my  lov'd  lute's  romantic  sound ; 

Or  crowns  of  living  laurel  weave, 

For  those  that  win  the  race  at  eve. 

The  shepherd's  horn  at  break  of  day, 
The  ballet  danc'd  in  twilight  glade, 

The  canzonet  and  roundelay 

Sung  in  the  silent  greenwood  shade ^ 

These  simple  joys,  that  never  fail, 

Shall  bind  me  to  my  native  vale. 

ROGERS., 


THE  GOOD  PARSON. 

THE  proud  he  tam'd,  the  penitent  ho  chei/r'u  '- 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fear'd. 
Jlis  preaching  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought, 
(A  living  sermon  of  tiie  truths  he  taught ;) 
For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squar'd  ; 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard  : 
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For  priests,  he  said,  are  patterns  for  the  rest 
(The  gold  of  heaven,  who  bear  the  God  impress'd :) 
But  when  the  precious  coin  is  kept  unclean, 
The  sov'reign's  image  is  no  longer  seen. 
If  they  be  foul  on  whom  the  people  trust, 
Well  may  the  baser  brass  contract  a  rust. 

DRYDEX. 


TO  HUMANITY. 

COME,  ever  welcome  to  my  breast  \ 
A  tender,  but  a  cheerful  guest. 
Nor  always  in  the  gloomy  cell 
Of  life-consuming  sorrow  dwell ; 
For  sorrow,  long-indulg'd  and  slow, 
Is  to  Humanity  a  foe ; 
And  grief,  that  makes  the  heart  its  preyf 
Wears  sensibility  away. 
Then  comes,  sweet  nymph,  instead  of  thetf, 
The  gloomy  fiend,  Stupidity. 

O  may  that  fiend  be  banish 'd  far, 
Though  passions  hold  eternal  war ! 
Nor  ever  let  me  cease  to  know 
The  pulse  that  thrabs  at  joy  or  woe* 
Nor  let  my  vacant  cheek  be  dry, 
When  sorrow  fills  a  brother's  eye ; 
Nor  may  the  tear  that  frequent  flows 
!  From  private  or  from  social  woes, 
[E'er  make  this  pleasing  sense  depart, 
\e  Cares,  O  harden  not  my  heart! 
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If  the  fair  star  of  fortune  smile, 
Let  not  this  flattering  power  beguile  ; 
Nor,  borne  along  the  favVing  tide, 
My  full  sails  swell  with  bloating  pride. 
Let  me  from  wealth  but  hope  content, 
Remembering  still  it  was  but  lent ; 
To  modest  merit  spread  my  store, 
Unbar  my  hospitable  door ; 
Nor  feed,  for  pomp,  an  idle  train, 
While  want  unpitied  pines  in  vain. 

If  heaven,  in  every  purpose  wise, 
The  envied  lot  of  wealth  denies  ; 
If  doom'd  to  drag  life's  painful  load 
Through  poverty's  uneven  road, 
And,  for  the  due  bread  of  the  day, 
Destin'd  to  toil  as  well  as  pray  : 
To  thee,  Humanity,  still  true, 
I'll  wish  the  good  I  cannot  t!o  ; 
And  give  the  wTetch,  that  passeth  by, 
A  soothing  word — a  tear — -a  sijh. 

Howe'er  exalted,  or  deprest, 
Be  ever  mine  the  feeling  breast. 
From  me  remove  the  stagnant  mind 
Of  languid  indolence,  reclin'd  ; 
The  soul  that  one  long  sabbath  Jeeps, 
And  through  the  sun's  whole  circle  sleeps  j 
Dull  Peace,  that  dwells  in  Folly's  eye, 
And  self-attending  Vanity. 
Alike,  the  foolish  and  the  vain 
Are  strangers  to  the  ^ense  humane. 

LANGHORXE. 
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THE  STUDIOUS  SAGE. 

THE  venerable  sage  that  nightly  trims 
The  luarned  lamp,  t1  investigate  the  powers 
Of  plants  medicinal,  the  earth,  the  air, 
And  the  dark  regions  ot  the  fossil  world, 
Grows  old  in  following  what  he  ne'er  shall  find ; 
Studious  in  vain  !  till  haply  at  the  last 
He  spies  a  mist,  then  shapes  it  into  mountains, 
And  baseless  fabrics  from  conjecture  builds. 

SMART. 


VIRTUE  PLEASING  TO  GOD. 

IF  there  1s  a  power  above 
(And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud, 
Through  all  her  works)  he  must  delight  in  virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  must  he  happy. 

ADDISON. 


FIRST  COMING  OF  THE  MESSIAH. 

HARK !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  desert  cheers ; 
Prepare  the  way  !  a  God,  a  God  appears  ! 
A  God,  a  God  !  the  vocal  hills  reply  : 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo,  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  skies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains,  and,  ye  rallies,  risei!  . 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay ; 
Be  soiootk,  ye  rocks ;  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way  I 
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The  Saviour  comes  !   by  anticnt  bards  foretold  ; 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf!  and,  all  ye  blind,  behold  ! 
He  from  thick  films  shall  purge  the  visual  ray, 
And  on  the  sightless  eye-ball  pour  the  day  : 
'Tis  he  th'  obstructed  paths  of  sound  shall  clear, 
And  bid  new  music  charm  th'  unfolding  ear ; 
The  dumb  shall  sing,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego, 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  sigh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  shall  hear ; 
From  evVy  face  he  wipes  off  ev'ry  tear. 
In  adamantine  chains  shall  death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  shepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  freshest  pasture,  and  the  purest  air, 
Explores  the  lost,  the  wand' ring  sheep  directs, 
By  day  o'ersees  them,  and  by  night  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raises  ia  his  arms, 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bosom  warms : 
Thus  shall  mankind  hi%  guardian  care  engage, 
The  promised  father  of  the  future  age. 

POPE. 


THE  POWER  OF  HOPE. 

CEASE,  every  joy,  to  glimmer  on  my  mind, 
But  leave — oh  !  leave,  the  light  of  Hope  behind  ! 
What  though  my  winged  hours  of  bliss  have  been, 
Like  angel-visits,  few  and  far  between  ! 
Her  musing  mood  shall  every  pang  appease, 
And  charm — when   pleasures  lose   the  power  to 
please  ! 

CAMPBELL, 


POETICAL    MORALIST.  10? 

PATERNAL  AFFECTION. 

SOME  feelings  are  to  mortal?  given, 
With  less  of  earth  in  them  than  heaven  ; 
And  if  there  be  a  human  tear 
From  passion's  dross  refined  and  clear, 
A  tear  so  limpid  and  so  meek, 
It  would  not  stain  an  angel's  cheek, 
Tis  that  which  pious  fathers  shed 
Upon  a  duteous  daughter's  head  ! 

WALTER  SCOTT. 


THE  THUNDER  STORM. 

LET  coward  Guilt,  with  pallid  Fear, 

To  shelt'ring  caverns  fly, 
And  justly  dread  the  vengeful  fate 

That  thunders  through  the  sky. 

Protected  by  that  hand,  whose  law 
The  threat'ning  storms  obey. 

Intrepid  Virtue  smiles  secure, 
As  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

In  the. thick  cloud's  tremendous  gloom. 

The  lightning's  lurid  glare, 
It  views  the  same  all-gracious  Pow'r 

That  breathes  the  vernal  air. 

Thro'  Nature's  ever-varying  scene, 

By  different  ways  pursued, 
The  one  eternal  end  of  Heave* 

Is  universal  good. 


108  POETICAL    MORALIST. 

With  like  beneficent  effect 
O'er  flaming  aether  glows, 

As  when  it  tunes  the  Linnet's  voice, 
Or  blushes  in  the  Rose. 


MRS.  CARTER. 


HYMN  TO  CONTENTMENT. 

LOVELY,  lasting  peace  of  mind  ! 
Sweet  delight  of  human  kind  ! 
Heavenly  born,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  fav'rites  of  the  sky 
With  more  of  happiness  below 
Than  victors  in  a  triumph  know  I 
Whither,  oh  whither  art  thou  fled, 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head  ? 
What  happy  region  dost  thou  please 
To  make  the  seat  of  calms  and  ease  ? 

Ambition  searches  all  its  sphere 
Of  pomp  and  state,  to  meet  thee  there  : 
Increasing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  presence  in  its  gold  enshrin'd  : 
The  bold  advent'rer  ploughs  his  way 
Through  rocks,  amidst  the  foaming  sea, 
To  gain  thy  love  :  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves ; 
The  silent  heart  which  grief  assails, 
Treads  soft  and  lonesome  o'er  the  vales, 
Sees  daisies  open,  rivers  run, 
And  seeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
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Amusing  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 

That  solitude's  the  nurse  of  woe. 

No  real  happiness  is  found 

In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  ground  ; 

Or  in  a  soul  exalted  high, 

To  range  the  circuit  of  the  sky, 

Converse  with  stars  above,  and  know 

All  Nature  in  its  forms  below  ; 

The  rest  it  seeks,  in  seeking  dies ; 

And  doubts  at  last  for  knowledge  rise. 

Lovely,  lasting  peace,  appear ; 
This  world  itself,  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  once  again  with  Eden  blest, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breast. 

'Twas  thus,  as  under  shade  I  stood, 
I  sung  my  wishes  to  the  wood, 
And,  lost  in  thought,  no  more  perceiv'd 
The  branches  whisper  as  they  wav'd : 
It  seem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confess 'd  the  presence  of  his  grace, 
When  thus  she  spoke  : — Go  rule  thy  will, 
Bid  thy  wild  passions  all  be  still ; 
Know  God,  and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
The  joys  which  from  religion  flow ; 
Then  ev'ry  grace  shall  prove  its  guest, 
And  I'll  be  there  to  crown  the  rest. 

PARNELL. 
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THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 

ALMIGHTY  Pow'r,  amazing  are  thy  ways  ! 
Above  our  knowledge,  and  above  our  praise  1 
How  all  thy  works  thy  excellence  display  ! 
How  fair,  how  great,  how  wonderful  are  they ! 
Thy  hand  yon  wide-extended  heaven  uprais'd, 
Yon  wide-extended  heaven  with  stars  emblaz'd, 
Where  each  .bright  orb,  since  time  his  course  begun, 
Has  roll'd  a  mighty  world,  or  shin'd  a  sun : 
Stupendous  thought !  how  sinks  all  human  race ! 
A  point,  an  atom  in  the  field  of  space  ! 
Vet  ev'n  to  us,  O  LORD,  thy  care  extends, 
Thy  bounty  feeds  us,  and  thy  pow'r  defends ; 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  as  delegates  of  Thee, 
Thou  giv'st  dominion  over  land  and  sea; 
Whatever,  or  walks  on  earth,  or  flits  in  air; 
Whatever  of  life  the  wat'ry  regions  bear ; 
All  these  are  ours;,  and  for  th1  extensive  claim, 
We  owe  due  homage  to  thy  Sacred  Name  ! 
Almighty  Pow'r  !  how  wond'rous  are  thy  ways  I 
How  far  above  our  knowledge  and  our  praise ! 


THE  PLEASANT  EVENING. 

DELIGHTFUL  looks  this  clear,  calm  sky, 
With  Cynthia's  orb  on  high  ! 
Delightful  looks  this  smooth-grain  ground, 
W'iih  shadows  cast  from  cots  around; 
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Quick-twinkling  lustre  decks  the  tide  ; 
And  cheerful  radiance  gently  falls 
On  that  white  town,  and  castle  walls, 
That  crown  the  spacious  river's  further  side. 

And  now,  along  the  echoing  hills, 
The  night-bird's  strain  melodious  trills  ; 
And  now,  the  echoing  dale  along, 
Soft  flows  the  shepherd's  tuneful  song  ; 
And  now,  wide  o'er  the  water  borne, 
And  cities,  mingled  murmur  swells, 
And  lively  change  of  distant  bells, 
,Ajid  varied  warbling  of  the  deep-ton 'd  horn. 

J.  SCOTT, 

INSCRIPTION. 

AS  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 

Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by ; 
Thus  when  thou  view'st  this  page  alone 

May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye  ! 
And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read, 

Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year, 
Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead, 

And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

LORD  EYROX. 


THE  LION. 

WHAT  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! 
Oft  in  the  dust  1  view  his  printed  feet : 
And,  fearful!  oit,  when  Day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 
K2 
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By  hunger  rous'd,  he  scours  the  groaning  plain, 
Gaunt  wolves  and  sullen  tigers  in  his  train  ; 
Before  them  Death,  with  shrieks,  direct  their  way  1 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 

COLLINS. 

THE  MORNING  LARK. 

FEATHER'D  lyric!  warbling  high, 
Sweetly  gaining  on  the  sky, 
Op'ning  with  thy  matin  lay 
(Nature's  hymn  !)  the  eye  of  day, 
Teach  ray  soul,  on  early  wing, 
Thus  to  soar  and  thus  to  sing. 

While  the  bloom  of  orient  light 
Gilds  thee  in  thy  tuneful  flight, 
May  the  day-spring  from  on  high, 
Seen  by  Faith's  religious  eye, 
Cheer  me  with  his  vital  ray, 
Promise  of  eternal  day  1 

THOMSON, 


NIGHT. 

NIGHT,  sable  goddess !  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumbering  world  : 
Silence,  how  dead !  and  darkness,  how  profound  ? 
Nor  eye  nor  list'ning  ear  an  object  finds  ; 
Creation  sleeps.     'Tis  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause ; 
An  awful  pause,  prophetic  of  her  end. 

YOUNG. 
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STONEHENGE. 

THOU  noblest  monument  of  Albion's  isle  ! 
Whether,  by  Merlin's  aid,  from  Scythia's  shore 

To  Amber's  fatal  plain  Pendragon  bore. 
Huge  frame  of  giant  hands,  the  mighty  pile, 
T'  entomb  his  Britons  slain  by  Hengist's  guile*  : 

Or  Druid  priests,  sprinkled  with  human  gore, 

Taught  'mid  thy  massy  maze  their  mystic  lore  : 
Or  Danish  chiefs,  enrich'd  with  savage  spoil, 
To  Victory's  idol  vast,  an  unhewn  shrine, 

Rear'd  the  rude  heap  ;  or  in  thy  hallow'd  round, 
Repose  the  kings  of  Brutus'  genuine  line ; 

Or  here  those  kings  in  solemn  state  were  crown'd  • 
Studious  to  trace  thy  wondrous  origin, 

We  muse  on  many  an  ancient  tale  renown 'd. 

T.  WARTON. 


THE  YOUNG  EAGLE. 

THE  eagle, 

With  joy'  beholds  his  hardy  youthful  offspring 
Forsake  the  nest,  to  try  his  tender  pinions 
In  the  wide  untrack'd  air  ;  till,  bolder  grown, 
Now  like  a  whirlwind  on  a  shepherd's  fold 
He  darts  precipitate,  and  gripes  the  prey  ; 
Or  fixing  on  some  dragon's  scaly  hide, 
Eager  of  combat,  and  his  future  feast, 
Bears  him  aloft,  reluctant,  and  in  vain 
Wreathing  his  spiry  tail. 


*  One  of  thebardish  traditions  about  Stonehenge. 
K  3 
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THE  CUCKOO. 
HAIL,  beauteous  stranger  of  the  wood, 

Attendant  on  the  spring ! 
Now  heaven  repairs  thy  vernal  seat, 

And  woods  thy  welcome  sing. 
Soon  as  the  daisy  decks  the  green 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear  ; 
Hast  thou  a  star  to  guide  the  path, 

Or  mark  the  rolling  year ! 
Delightful  visitant !  with  thee 

I  hail  the  time  of  flowers, 
When  heaven  is  filled  with  music  sweet 

Of  birds  among  the  bowers. 
The  schoolboy  wandering  in  the  wood 

To  pull  the  flowers  so  gay, 
Starts — thy  curious  voice  to  hear, 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 
Soon  as  the  pea  puts  on  the  bloom, 

Thou  fly'st  the  vocal  vale, 
An  annual  guest  in  other  lands, 

Another  spring  to  hail. 
Sweet  bird,  thy  bower  is  ever  green, 

Thy  sky  is  ever  clear ; 
Thou  hast  no  sorrow  in  thy  song, 

No  winter  in  thy  year  ! 
O  !  could  I  fly,  I'd  fly  with  thee. ; 

We'd  make,  with  social  wing, 
Our  annual  visit  o'er  the  globe, 

Companions  of  the  spring. 

10GAV. 
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NATURE  A  THEME  OF  MORALITY. 

EV'RY  object  of  creation 
Can  furnish  hints  to  contemplation  ; 
And  from  the  most  minute  and  mean 
A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 


THE  ETERNITY  OF  GOD. 

HAIL,  wondrous  Being,  who  in  pow'r  supreme 
Exists  from  everlasting !  whose  great  name 
Deep  in  the  human  heart,  and  ev'ry  atom 
The  Air,  the  Earth,  or  azure  Main  contains, 
Jn  undecypher'd  characters  is  wrote — 
Incomprehensible  ! — O  what  can  words, 
The  weak  interpreters  of  mortal  thoughts, 
Or  what  can  thoughts  (tho'  wild  of  wing  they  rove 
Thro'  the  vast  concave  of  th'  tethereal  round)  ? 
If  to  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  they  wing  their  way 
AdventVous,  like  the  birds  of  night  they  're  lost, 
And  delug'd  in  the  flood  of  dazzling  day. 

SMART. 


THE  LANDSCAPE. 

EVER  charming,  ever  new, 
When  will  the  landscape  tire  the  view  \ 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow, 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low; 
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The  windy  summit,  wild  and  high, 
Roughly  rushing  on  the  sky  ! 
The  pleasant  seat,  the  ruin'd  tow'r, 
The  naked  rock,  the  shady  bow'r  ; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm, 
Each  to  give  each  a  double  charm, 
As  pearls  upon  an  ^Ethiop's  arm. 


THE  VILLAGE  SCHOOLMASTER. 

BESIDE  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way  > 
With  blossom'd  furze,  unprofitably  gay : 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion  sktH'd  to  rule, 
The  Vjllage  Master  taught  l)is  little  school : 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stern  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leara'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  his  -morning  face ; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee, 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he  ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper  circling  round, 
Convey 'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught, 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault ;      ^ 
The  village  all  declar'd  how  much  he  knew, 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write  and  cypher  too  ; 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage, 
And  ev'n  the  story  ran  that  he  could  guage : 
In' arguing  too,  the  parson  own'd  his  skill, 
For  ev'n  though  vanquished,  he  could  argue  still ; 


POETICAL    MORALIST. 11? 

While  words   of  learned  length,   and  thund'ring 

sound, 

Amaze  the  gazing  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
And  still  they  gaz'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew, 
That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  he  knew : 
But  pass'd  is  all  his  fame  ;    the  very  spot, 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph 'd,  is  forgot. 

GOLDSMITH*, 


THE  PRAISE  OF  POETRY. 

'TIS  not  a  pyramid  of  marble  stone, 
Tho'  high  as  our  ambition  : 
'Tis  not  a  tomb  cut  out  in  brass,  which  can 
Give  life  to  th'  ashes  of  a  man, 
But  verses  only  ;  they  shall  fresh  appear, 
Whilst  there  are  men  to  read  or  hear, 
When  Time  shall  make  the  lasting  brass  decay, 
And  eat  the  pyramid  away, 
Turning  that  monument  wherein  men  trust, 
Their  names,  to  what  it  keeps,  poor  dust  • 
Then  shall  the  epitaph  remain  and  be 
New  graven  in  eternity. 

COWLEY, 


APPROACH  OF  A  STORM. 

SOFT  whispers  run  along  the  leafy  woods, 
And  mountains  whistle  to  the  muim'ring  floods  : 
Ev'n  then  tne  doubtful  billows  scarce  abstain 
From  the  tost  vessel  on  the  troubled  main, 
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When  crying  cormorants  forsake  the  sea, 
And  stretching  to  the  covert  wing  their  way ; 
When  sportful  coots  run  skimming  o'er  the  strand ; 
When  watchful  herons  leave  their  wat'ry  stand, 
And,  mounting  upward  with  erected  flight, 
Gain  on  the  skies  and  soar  above  the  sight. 
And  oft  before  tempestuous  winds  arise., 
The  seeming  stars  fell  headlong  from  the  skies, 
And  shooting  thro'  the  darkness,  gild  the  night 
With  sweeping  glories  and  long  trails  of  light : 
And  chaff  with  eddy  winds  is  whirl'd  around, 
And  dancing  leaves  are  lifted  from  the  ground ; 
And  floating  feathers  on  the  waters  play, 
But  when  the  winged  thunder  takes  his  way 
From  the  cold  north,  and  east  and  west  engago% 
And  at  their  frontiers  meet  with  equal  rage, 
The  clouds  are  crush 'd,  a  flood  of  gathered  rain 
The  hollow  ditches  fills,  and  floats  the  plain, 
And  sailors  furl  their  drooping  sheets  amain. 


PATIENCE. 

>» 

MANY  are  the  sayings  of  the  wise 
In  ancient  and  in  modern  books  inroll'd, 
Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude  : 
And  to  the  bearing  well  of  all  calamities, 
All  chances  incident  to  man's  frail  life, 
Consolatories  writ                                         [sought 
With   studied  argument,   and   much   persuasion 
Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought ; 
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But  with  the  afflicted  in  his  pangs  their  sound 

Little  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 

Harsh,  and  of  dissonant  mood  from  his  complaint; 

Unless  he  feel  within 

Some  source  of  consolation  from  above, 

Secret  refreshings,  that  repair  his  strength, 

And  fainting  spirits  uphold. 


THE  CREATION  OF  LIGHT. 

LET  there  be  light,  said  GOD,  and  forth  with  light 
yEtherial,  first  of  things,  quintessence  pure, 
Sprung  from  the  deep,  and  from  her  native  east 
To  journey  through  the  aery  gloom  began. 
Spher'd  in  a  radiant  cloud,  for  yet  the  sun 
Was  not ;  she  in  a  cloudy  tabernacle 
Sojourn 'd  the  while.  GOD  saw  the  light  was  good : 
And  light  from  darkness  by  the  hemisphere 
Divided :  light  the  Day,  and  darkness  Night 
He  nam'd.  Thus  was  the  first  day  ev'n  and  morn  : 
Nor  pass'd  uncelebrated,  nor  unsung 
By  the  celestial  quoirs,  when  orient  light, 
Exhaling  first  from  darkness,  they  beheld  : 
Birth-day  of  heaven  and  earth  :  with  joy  and  shout 
The  hollow  universal  orb  they  fill'd, 
And  touch 'd  their  golden  harps,  and  hymning 
GOD  and  His  works,  Creator  Him  they  sung, 
Both  when  first  evening  waj,  and  when  first  morn. 
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THE  HAPPINESS  OF  VIRTUE. 

TO  be  good  is  to  be  happy  ;  angels 

Are  happier  than  men,  because  they  're  better. 
Guilt  is  the  source  of  sorrow ;  'tis  the  fiend, 
Th'  avenging  fiend,  that  follows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings :  the  blest  knows  none  of 

this, 

But  rest  in  everlasting  peace  of  mind, 
And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is  goodness. 

HOWE, 

TRUTH. 

KNOW  Mortals,  know,  ere  first  ye  sprung, 
Ere  first  these  orbs  in  aether  hung, 
I  shone  amid  the  heav'nly  throng ; 
These  eyes  beheld  Creation's  day, 
This  voice  began  the  choral  lay, 
And  taught  archangels  their  triumphant  song. 
Pleas'd  I  surveyed  bright  Nature's  gradual  birth, 
Saw  infant  Light  with  kindling  lustre  spread, 
Soft  vernal  fragrance  clothe  the  flow'ring  earth, 
And  Ocean  heave  on  its  extended  bed ; 
Sawifhe  tall  pine  aspiring  pierce  the  sky, 
The  tawny  lion  stalk,  the  rapid  eagle  fly. 
Last  Man  arose,  erect  in  youthful  grace, 
Heaven's  hallow'd  image  stamp'd  upon  his  face, 
And  as  he  rose,  the  high  behest  was  giv'n, 
"  That  I  alone  cf  all  the  host  of  Heav'n 
"  Should  re  gn  Protectress  of  the  godlike  youth  :" 
Thus  the  Almighty  spake,  he  spake,  and  calfd  me 

TRUTH.  MASON. 
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ATHENS. 

ANCIENT  of  days!  august  Athena!  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul  ? 
Gone — glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things 

that  were, 

First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal, 
They  won,  and  pass'd  away — is  this  the  whole  ? 
A  school-boy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour  ! 
The  warrior's  weapon,  and  the  sophist's  stole, 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering 

tower, 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  years,  grey  flits  the  shade  of 

power. 

LORD  BYRON. 

TO  TRANQUILLITY. 

IN  this  tumultuous  sphere,  for  thee  unfit, 
How  seldom  art  thou  found — Tranquillity ! 

Unless  'tis  when  with  mild  and  downcast  eye 
By  the  low  cradles  thou  delight 'st  to  git 
Of  sleeping  infants,  watching  the  soft  breath, 

And  bidding  the  sweet  slumberers  easy  lie ; 
Or  sometimes  hanging  o'er  the  bed  of  death, 

Where  the  poor  languid  sufferer  hopes  to  die. 
O  beauteous  sister  of  the  halcyon  peace  ! 

I  sure  shall  find  thee  in  that  heavenly  scene 
Where  care  and  anguish  shall  their  power  resign ; 
Where  hope  alike  and  vain  regret  shall  cease : 

And  Memory,  lost  in  happiness  serene, 
Repeat  no  more — that  misery  lias  been  mine  ! 

L  MRS.  SMITH. 
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GOOD  COUNSEL. 

FAR  from  mankind,  my  weary  soul,  retire ; 
Still  follow  truth,  contentment  still  desire. 
Who  climbs  on  high,  at  best  his  weakness  shews  ; 
Who  rolls  in  riches,  all  to  Fortune  owes. 
Read  wrell  thyself,  and  nwk  thy  early  ways ; 
Vain  is  the  Muse,  and  Envy  waits  on  praise. 
Wav'ring  as  winds  the  breath  oF  Fortune  blows, 
No  pow'r  can  turn  it,  ajid  no  pray'rs  compose. 
Deep  in  some  hermit's,  solitary  cell 
Repose,  and  Ease,  and  Contemplation,  dwell. 
Lest  Conscience  judge  thee  in  the  days  of  need, 
Judge  wrell  thy  own,  and  then  thy  neighbour's  deed. 
What  Heav'n  bestows  with  thankful  eyes  receive; 
First  ask  thy  heart,  and  then  thro'  faith  believe. 
Slowly  we  wander  o'er  a  toilsome  way, 
Shadows  of  lite,  and  pilgrims  of  a  day. 

"  Who  restksss_  in  this  world,  receives  a  fall ; 

"  Look  up  on  high,  and  thank  thy  God  tor  all !" 

I1ARTE. 

INVOCATION  TO  HEALTH. 

FAIR  morn  ascends:  fresh  zephyr's  breath 
Blows  lib'ral  o'er  yon  bloomy  heath, 
Where,  sown  profusely,  herb  and  tlow'r 
Of  balmy  smell,  of  healing  powV, 
Their  souls  in  fragrant  dews  exhale, 
And  breathe  fresh  lite  in  ev'ry  gale 
Here  spreads  a  green  expanse  of  -plains, 
Where,  sweetly-pensive,  Silence  reigns; 
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And  there,  at  utmost  atagtcfa  of  eye, 

A  mountain  fades  into  the  .sky ; 

While,  winding  round,  oimis  a  and  deep, 

A  river  rolls  with  sounding  sweep. 

Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 

I  seem  alone  witli  nature  here ! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  sacred  Health  ! 
The  Monarch's  bliss,  the  Beggar's  \voalth  ; 
The  seas'ning  of  all  good  below, 
The  sov 'reign  friend  in  joy  or  woe. 
O  Thou,  most  courted,  most  despised, 
And  but  in  absence  duly  priz'd ! 
Pow'r  of  the  soft  and  rosy  face  ! 
The  vivid  pulse,  the  vermeil  grace, 
The  spirits,  when  they  gayest  shine, 
Youth,  beauty,  pleasure,  all  are  thine  ! 
O  sun  of  life,  whose  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  storm  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
K  eposes  late  in  Death's  calm  night : 
Fietl  from  the  trophied  roofs  of  state, 
Abodes  of  splendid  pain  and  hate  ; 
For  ever  lied  to  shady  cell, 
Where  temp'rance,  where  the  Muses  dwell, 
Thou  oft  art  seen,  at  early  dawn, 
Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn  ; 
Or,  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 
In  silence  feasting  ear  and  eye, 
With  song  and  prospect  which  abound 
From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

L  C2  MALLET. 
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PLEASURES  OF  MORNING. 

SWIFTLY  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
Shadows,  nurs'd  by  night,  retire  ; 

And  the  peeping  sun-beam,  now, 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  spire. 

Philomel  forsakes  the  thorn, 

Plaintive  where  she  prates  at  night  ; 

And  the  Lark,  to  meet  the  morn, 
Soars  beyond  the  shepherd's  sight. 

From  the  low-roof  d  cottage  ridge, 
See  the  chatt'ring  Swallow  spring  ; 

Darting  through  the  one-arch'd  bridge, 
Quick  she  dips  her  dappled  wing. 

Now  the  pine-tree's  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning-gale  : 

Kidlings,  now,  begin  to  crop 
Daisies,  in  the  dewy  dale. 

From  the  balmy  sweets,  uncloy'd, 
(Restless  till  her  task  be  done) 

Now  the  busy  Bee  's  employ  'd 
Sipping  dew  before  the  sun. 

Trickling  through  the  crevic'd  rock, 
Where  the  limpid  stream  distils, 

Sweet  refreshment  waits  the  flock 
When  'tis  sun-drove  from  the  hills. 

Colin,  for  the  promis'd  corn 

(Ere  the  harvest  hopes  are  ripe) 

Anxious,  hears  the  huntsman's  horn, 
Boldly  sounding,  drown  his  pipe, 
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IS  \\vet, — O  sweet,  the  warbling  throng, 
On  the  white  emblossom'd  spray  1 

Nature's  universal  song 
Echoes  to  the  rising  day. 

CUNNINGHAM. 


TO  MAY. 

COME,  fairest  nymph  !  resume  thy  reign, 
Bring  all  the  Graces  in  thy  train  : 
With  balmy  breath  and  flow'ry  tread 
Rise  from  the  soft  ambrosial  bed, 
Where  in  Elysian  slumber  bound, 
Embow'ring  myrtles  veil  thee  round. 
Awake,  in  all  thy  glories  drest, 
Recall  the  zephyrs  from  the  west ; 
Restore  the  sun,  revive  the  skies, 
At  mine  and  Nature's  call  arise  ! 
Great  Nature's  self  upbraids  thy  stay, 
And  misses  her  accustom'd  May. 
See  !  all  her  works  demand  thy  aid, 
The  labours  of  Pomona  fade  : 
A  plaint  is  "heard  from  ev'ry  tree, 
Each  budding  ilow'ret  calls  for  thee  ; 
The  birds  ibrget  to  love  and  sing, 
With  storms  alone  tho  forests  ring. 
Come,  then,  with  Pleasure  at  thy  side, 
Diffuse  thy  venial  spirit  wide; 
Create  where'er  thou  turn'st  thine  eye, 
Peace,  plenty,  love,  and  harmony  ; 
'Till  ev'ry  being  share  its  part, 
And  Heav'n  and  Earth  be  glad  at  heart. 

L  3  ».  WEST. 
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ilVMN  ON  GRATITUDE. 

WHEN  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys  ; 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

O  how  shall  words  writh  equal  warmth 

The  gratitude  declare 
That  glows  within  my  ravish'd  heart  ? 

But  thou  canst  read  it  there. 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themselves  in  pray'r. 

Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestow 'd, 
Before  my  infant  heart  coriceiv'd 

From  whom  those  comforts  flow'd. 

When  in  the  slipp'ry  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm  unseen  convey'd  me  safe, 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths, 

It  gently  clear'd  my  way, 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice, 

More  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  thou 
With  health  renew'd  my  face, 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 
Reviv'd  my  soul  with  grace. 


POETICAL  MORALIST.  127 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ, 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  ; 
And  after  death  in  distant  worlds 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever  grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise, 
For  O  !  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  thy  praise. 


TFJE  FISHERMAN'S  NOOK. 

WITHIN  some  whispering  osier  isle, 
Where  Glym's  low  banks  neglected  smile ; 
And  each  trim  meadow  still  retains 
The  wint'ry  torrent's  oozy  stains  ; 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forsook, 
The  fisher  seeks  his  custom'd  nook  ; 
And  bursting  thro'  the  crackling  sedge 
That  crowns  the  current's  cavern'd  edge, 
He  startles  from  the  bordering  wood 
The  bashful  wild-duck's  early  brood. 

T.  WARTON. 
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PRIDE. 

OF  all  the  causes  which  conspire  to  blind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  mind, 
What  the  weak  head  with  strongest  bias  rules, 
Is  Pride,  the  never-failing  vice  of  fools. 
Whatever  Nature  has  in  worth  denied, 
She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  Pride ; 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls  we  find 
What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits,  swell'd  with  wind : 
Pride,  where  Wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence, 
And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  sense. 

POPK. 


TO  TWILIGHT. 

MEEK  Twilight!  haste  to  shroud  the  solar  ray. 

And  bring  the  hour  my  pensive  spirit  loves ; 
When  o'er  the  hill  is  shed  a  paler  day, 

That  gives  to  stillness,  and  to  night,  the  groves. 
Ah !  let  the  gay,  the  roseate  morning  hail, 

When,  in  the  various  blooms  of  light  array 'd, 
She  bids  fresh  beauty  live  along  the  vale, 

And  rapture  tremble  in  the  vocal  shade : 
Sweet  is  the  lucid  morning's  op'ning  ilow'r, 

Her  choral  melodies  benignly  rise ; 
Yet  dearer  to  my  soul  the  shadowy  hour, 

At  which  her  blossoms  close,  her  music  dies : 
For  then  mild  nature,  while  she  droops  her  head, 
Wrakes  the  soft  tear  'tis  luxury  to  shed. 

MISS  WILLIAMS, 
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THE  ANCIENT  MINSTREL. 

THE  way  was  long,  the  wind  was  cold, 
The  Minstrel  was  infirm  and  old  ; 
Ilis  withered  cheek,  and  tresses  gray, 
Seemed  to  have  known  a  better  day  j 
The  harp,  his  sole  remaining  joy, 
Was  carried  by  an  orphan  boy  ; 
The  last  of  all  the  bards  was  he, 
Who  sung  of  Border  Chivalry. 
For,  well-a-day!  their  date  was  fled, 
His  tuneful  brethren  all  were  dead  ; 
And  he,  neglected  and  oppressed, 
Wished  to  be  with  them,  and  at  re.st. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 


CRUELTY  TO  ANIMALS. 

I  WOULD  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends, 
(Though  grac'd  with  polish'd  manners  and  fine 

sense, 

Yet  wanting  sensibility)  the  man 
Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail, 
That  crawls  at  evening  in  the  public  path; 
But  he  that  has  humanity,  forewarn 'd, 
Will  tread  aside,  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
The  creeping  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
And  charg'd  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes 
A  visitor  unwelcome  into  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th'  alcove, 
T]i«  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die  : 
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A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
Not  so,  when  held  within  their  proper  bounds. 
And  guiltless  of  offence,  they  range  the  air, 
Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field  : 
There  they  are  privileged.     And  he  that  hunts 
Or  harms  them  there,  is  guilty  of  a  wrong  ; 
Disturbs  th'  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 
Who,-  when  she  form'd,  design'd  them  an  abode. 

COWPER* 


THE  GREATNESS  OF  GOD. 
"  O  WHAT  a  root !  O  what  a  branch  is  here! 
O  what  a  father  !  what  a  family  ! 
Worlds  !  systems  !  and  creations ! — and  creations, 
Jn  one  agglomerated  cluster,  hung, 
Great  Vine !  on  thee ;  on  thee  the  cluster  hangs ; 
The  filial  cluster!  infinitely  spread 
In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught] 
Or,  shall  I  say  (for  who  can  say  enough !) 
A  constellation  of  ten  thousand  gems, 
Set  in  one  signet,  flames  on  the  right-hand 
Of  majesty  divine  !  the  blazing  seal, 
That  deeply  stamps,  on  all  created  mind, 
Indelible,  his  sovereign  attributes 
Omnipotence  and  Love :  nor  stop  we  here, 
For  Want  of  power  in  God,  but  thought  in  man. 
If  greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine, 
Dread  sire  ! — -Accept  this  miniature  of  thee ; 
And  pardon  an  attempt  from  mortal  thought, 
In  which  archangels  might  have  fail'd,  imblam'd.' 

Yotm;. 
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REAL  SOLITUDE. 

'  TO  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell, 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene, 
Where   things   that  o\yi    not   man's    dominion 

dwell, 

And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er,  or  rarely  been  ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean; 
This  is  not  Solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  see  her  stores 

unroll'd. 

But,  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess, 
And  roam  along,  the  WoHlk'l  tir'd  denizen, 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can 

bless; 

Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 
If  we  w  ere  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatter 'd,  follow'd,  sought  and  sued; 
This  is  to  be  alone  :  this,  this  is  Solitude ! 

LORD  BYRON. 

A  GOOD   CONSCIENCE. 

WHAT  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  un- 
tainted .' 

Thrice  is  he  arirTd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  just ; 
A_nd  \u  bat  ivWt  (though  lock'd  up  in  steel) 
Whose  Coiirrcience  with  injustice  is  corrupted. 

SHAKSPEARE. 
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A  NIGHT  SCENE. 

THIS  is  the  place,  the  centre  of  the  grove. 
Here  stands  the  oak,  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 
How  sweet  and  solemn  is  this  midnight  scene ! 
,  The  silver  moon,  unclouded,  holds  her  way 
Thro'  skies,  where  I  could  count  each  little  star. 
The  fanning  west-wind  scarcely  stirs  the  leaves  ; 
The  river,  rushing  o'er  its  pebbled  bed, 
Imposes  silence  with  a  stilly  sound. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

LEST  you  should  think  that  verse  shall  die, 
Which  sounds  the  silver  Thames  along. 

Taught  on  the  wings  of  truth  to  fly, 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  song. 

Tho'  daring  Milton  sits  sublime, 

In  Spenser  native  muses  play  ! 
Nor  yet  shall  Waller  yield  to  time, 

Nor  pensive  Cowley's  moral  lay. 

Sages  and  chiefs  long  since  had  birth, 
Ere  Caesar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd  ; 

These  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, 

Aud  those  new  heavens  and  systems  fram'd. 

Vain  was  the  chiefs,  the  sage's  pride ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died  ; 
In  vain  they  schem'd,  in  vain  they  bled  ! 
They  had  uo  poet,,  and  *re  dead. 

POPE. 
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TO  CYNTHIA. 

QUEEN,  and  huntress,  chaste  and  fair, 

Now  the  sun  is  laid  to  sleep ; 
Seated  in  thy  silver  chair, 

State  in  wonted  manner  keep  : 
Hesperus  intreats  thy  light, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  itself  to  interpo.se  ; 
Cynthia's  shining  orb  was  made 

Heaven  to  cheer,  when  day  did  close; 
Bless  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart, 

And  thy  crystal-shining  quiver  : 
Give  unto  thy  flying  hart 

Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever: 
Thou  that  mak'st  a  day  of  nightv 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 


BRITAIN. 

ISLAND  of  blis*. !  amid  the  subject  sen* 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts  set  up, 
At  once  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight, 
Of  distant  nations,  whose  remotest  shores 
C'an  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm. 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 
By  ill  ing,  as  ihy  hoar  dill's  the  loud  sea- wave. 

M  TilOM.SOX. 
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TO  ETON  COLLEGE. 

YE  distant  spires,  ye  antique  tow'rs, 
That  crown  the  wat'ry  glade, 
Where  grateful  Science  still  adores 
Her  Henry's  holy  shade; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  Windsor's  height  th'  expanse  below 
Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  survey, 
Whose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flowVs  among, 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 
His  silver-winding  way ! 

Ah  happy  hills !  ah  pleasing  shade  ! 
Ah  fields  belov'd  in  vain  ! 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  stray 'd, 
A  stranger  yet  to  pain  1 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  you  blow 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow  ; 
As,  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing, 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  sooth, 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 
To  breathe  a  second  spring. 

Say,  father  Thames,  for  thou  hast  seen 
Full  many  a  sprightly  race, 
Disporting  on  thy  margent  green, 
The  paths  of  pleasure  trace  ; 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave, 
With  pliant  arms,  thy  glassy  wave  { 
The  captive  linnet  which  enthral .' 
W^hat  idle  progeny  succeed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  speed, 
Or  urge  the  flying  ball  I 
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While  some  on  earnest  business  bent 
Their  murmuring  labours  ])ly    • 
'Gainst  graver  hours  that  bring  constraint 
To  sweeten  liberty  ; 
Some  bold  adventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 
And  unknown  regions  dare  descry  : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
They  hear  a  voice  in  ev'ry  wind, 
And  snatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 
Less  pleasing  when  possest : 
The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed, 
The  sunshine  of  the  breast : 
Theirs  buxom  health  of  rosy  hue, 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new, 
And  lively  cheer,  of  vigour  born  ; 
The  thoughtless  day,  the  easy  night, 
The  spirits  pare,  the  slumbers  li^ht, 
That  fly  th'  approach  of  morn. 

GRAY, 


TO  SCIENCE. 

HAIL,  Queen  of  Manners !  test  of  truth ! 
Hail,  charm  of  age  !  and  light  of  youth  1 

Sweet  refuge  of  distress  ! 
Ev'n  business  you  can  make  polite, 
Can  give  Retirement  its  delight, 

Prosperity  its  grace. 
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Of  pow'r,  wealth,  freedom,  thou  the  cause, 
Foundress  of  order,  cities,  laws, 

Of  arts,  inventress  thou  ! 
Without  thee  what  were  human  kind? 
How  vast  their  wants,  their  thoughts  how  blind! 

Their  joys  how  mean,  how  few  * 

Sun  of  the  soul !  thy  beams  unveil ! 
Let  others  spread  the  daring  sail 

On  Fortune's  faithless  sea : 
While  undeludcd,  happier  I, 
From  the  vain  tumuli  timely  fly, 

And  sit  in  peace  with  thee. 

AKENSIDB. 


TRUE  END  OF  EDUCATION. 

AND    therefore  wort  thou   bred  to    virtuou* 

knowledge, 

And  wisdom  early  planted  in  thy  soul, 
That  thou  may'st  know  to  rule  thy  fiery  passions : 
To  bind  their  rage,  and  stay  their  headlong  course; 
To  bear  with  accidents,  and  every  change 
Of  various  life  ;  to  struggle  with  adversity ; 
To  wait  the  leisure  of  the  righteous  Gods, 
Till  they,  in  their  own  good  appointed  hour, 
Shall  bid  -thy  better  days  come  forth  at  once ; 
A  long  and  shining  train  ;  till  thou,  well  pleas'd, 
Shalt  bow,  and  bless  thy  fate,  and  say  the  Gods 

are  just. 
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FLOWERS   FROM   A   ROMAN    WALL. 
TAKE  these  flowers  which,  purple  waving, 

On  the  ruined  rampart  grew, 
Where,  the  sons  of  freedom  braving, 
Rome's  imperial  standards  flew. 

Warriors  from  the  breach  of  danger 

Pluck  no  longer  laurels  there : 
They  but  yield  the  passing  stranger 

Wild-flower  wreaths  for  Beauty's  hair. 

WALTER  SCOTt. 


TO  THE  FEATHERED  RACE. 

YE  gentle  warblers,  hither  fly, 

And  shun  the  noon-tide  heat  : 
My  shrubs  a  cooling  shade  supply, 

My  groves  a  safe  retreat. 

Amidst  this  cool,  translucent  rill, 

That  trickles  down  the  glade, 
Here  bathe  your  plumes,  here  drink  your  fill, 

And  revel  in  the  shade. 

Hither  the  vocal  Thrush  repairs, 

Secure  the  Linnet  sings ; 
The  Goldfinch  dreads  no  slimy  snares^ 

To  clog  her  painted  wings. 

Sad  Philomel !  ah  !  quit  thy  haunt, 

\  ou  distant  woods  among, 
And  round  my  friendly  grotto  chaunt 

Thy  sweetly  plaintive  song, 
M3 
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Let  not  the  harmless  Redbreast  fear, 

Domestic  bird,  to  come 
And  seek  a  sure  asylum  liere, 

With  one  that  loves  his  home. 

My  trees  for  you,  ye  artless  tribe, 

Shall  store  of  fruit  preserve  : 
O  let  me  thus  your  friendship  bribe  I 

Come,  feed  without  reserve. 

For  you  these  cherries  I  protect, 

To  you  these  plums  belong  ; 
Sweet  is  the  fruit  that  you  have  peck'  d, 

But  sweeter  far  your  song. 

Let  then  this  league  betwixt  us  made, 

Our  mutual  interest  guard  ; 
Mine  be  the  gift  of  fruit  and  shade, 

Your  songs  be  my  reward. 

GRAVES. 


VIRTUE  AND  ORNAMENT. 

THE  glowing  gem,  the  sparkling  stone, 
May  strike  the  sight  with  quick  surprise  ; 

But  Truth  and  Innocence  alone 
Can  still  engage  the^ood  and  wise 

No  glitt'ring  ornament  or  show 

Will  aught  avail  in  grief  or  pain  : 
Only  from  inward  worth  can  flow  . 

iJelight  that  ever  shall  remain. 

FORDYCE, 
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TLIE  MAN  PERISHING  IN  THE  SNOW. 

AS  thus  the  snows  ari.se  ;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  winter  drives  along  the  darken 'd  air  ; 
In  his  own  loose-revolving  fields,  the  swain 
Disaster' d  stands  ;  sees  other  hills  ascends, 
Of  unknown  joyless  brow  ;  and  other  scenes, 
Of  horrid  prospect,  shag  the  trackless  plain : 
Nor  finds  the  river,  nor  the  forest,  hid 
Beneath  the  formless  wild  :  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  still  more  and  more  astray  ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  thrifted  heaps, 
Suing  with  the  thoughts  of  home :  the  thoughts  of 

home  _ 

Ii-i.-'ii  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigor  forth 
In  many  a  vain  attempt.     How  sinks  his  soul ! 
What  black  despair,  what  horror  fills  his  heart  I 
When  for  the. dusky  spot,  which  fancy  feign *d 
Ilia  tufted  cottage  rising  through  the  snow, 
He  meets  the  roughness  of  the  middle  waste, 
F;  r  from  the  track,  and  blest  abode  of  man; 
While  round  him  night  resistless  dost' 
And  ev'ry  tempest  howling  o'er  his  head, 
H.'ini^ra  the  suvaire  wilderness  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  busy  shapes  into  his  mind, 
Of  cover  d  pits,  unfathomal^  deep,  * 
A  dire  descent:  beyond  the  pow'r  of  frost, 
Of  faithless  bogs  ;  of  precipices  hn^e, 
Swooth'd  up  with  snow ;  and  what  is  land,  un- 
known, 

What  water,  of  the  still  unfrozen  spring, 
lu  the  loose1  marsh  or  solitary  lake, 
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Where  the  fresh  fountain  from  the  bottom  boils. 
These  check  his  fearful  steps,  and  down  he  sinks 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  shapeless  drift, 
Thinking  o'er  all  the  bitterness  of  death. 
Mix'd  with  the  tender  anguish  nature  shoots 
Through  the  wrung  bosom  of  the  dying  man, 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unseen. 
In  vain  for  him  the  oflicious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair-blazing,  and  the  vestment  warn: ; 
In  vain  his  little  children  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingled  storm,  demand  their  sire 
With  tears  of  artless  innocence.     Ala-; ! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children  more  shall  he  behold, 
Nor  friends,  nor  sacred  home.     On  ev'ry  nerve 
The  deadly  winter  seizes  ;  shuts  up  sense  • 
And  o'er  his  inmost  vitals  creeping  cold, 
Lays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stiffen 'd  corse 
Stretch 'd  out,  ajid  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast. 

THOMSON. 


RUSTIC  BLESSINGS. 

YES  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 
These  simple  blessings  of  ilie  lowly  train. 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm  than  all  the  gloss  of  art; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-born  sway  j 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Lueiivy'd,  unmolested,  uucoutui'd. 

GOLDSMITH. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

O  may  I  with  myself  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  see  : 
Content  me  with  an  humble  shade, 
M  y  passion  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid  ; 
For  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll, 
We  banish  Quiet  from  the  soul  : 
Tis  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air  ;  " 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care, 

Nowv  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high, 
As:  on  the  mountain  -turf  I  lie  ; 
While  the  wanton  zephyr  singsr 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings  ; 
WThile  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
While  the  shepherd  charms  his  sheep  : 
While  the  bird?  unbounded  fly,    , 
And  with  music  fill  the  sky, 
Now.  ev'n  now,  my  joys  ran  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts,  be  great  who  will  : 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  skill  : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor, 
In  vain  you  search,  she  is  not  there  ; 
In  vain  ye  search  the  domes  oi  cr.e  1 
Alon^  with  Peace  she's  close  ally'd 
Ever  oy  each  other's  side, 
And  often,  by  the  munif  ring  riil, 
tle<irs  the  thrush,  while  all  is  stiil, 
Wi;iiiu  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill. 
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REPUTATION. 

GOOD  name  in  man  or  woman,  clear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls  ; 
Who  steals  my  purse  steals  trash,   'tis  something, 

nothing  ; 
JTwas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thou- 

sands ;  » 

But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

^^^^  SIIAKSPEARE. 

THE  HEAVENLY  BODIES. 
NOR  think  thou  seest  a  wild  disorder  here  ; 
Thro'  this  illustrious  chaos,  to  the  sight, 
Arrangement  neat,  and  chastest  order,  reign. 
The  path  prescrib'd,  inviolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawless  sallies  of  mankind  : 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  j 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove  : 
Confusion  unconfus'd  I  nor  less  admire 
This  tumult  untumultnous  :  all  on  wing, 
In  motion,  all  !  yet  what  profound  repose  ! 
What  fervid  action,  yet  no  noise  !  as  aw'd 
To  silence  by  the  presence  of  their  Lord  ; 
Or  hush'd,  by  his  command,  in  love  to  man, 
And  bid  let  fall  soft  beams  on  human  rest, 
Restless  themselves.     On  yon  cerulean  plain, 
•In  exultation  to  their  God  and  thine, 
They  dance,  they  sing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praise  : 
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But  since  their  song  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  their  sight 
Fair  hieroglyphic  of  his  peerless  power  : 
Mark,  how,  the  labyrinthian  turns  they  take, 
The  circles  intricate  and  mystic  maze, 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnipotence  ; 
To  Gods,  how  great !  how  legible  to  man  ! 

YOUNG, 

THE  GRAVE  OF  THOMSON. 

IN  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies, 

Where  slowly  winds  the  stealing  wave  ; 

The  year's  best  sweets  shall  duteous  rise 
To  deck  its  poet's  sylvan  grave, 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whispering  reeds 

His  airy  harp  *  shall  now  be  laid, 
That  he,  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds, 

May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shade. 

Remembrance  oft  shall  haunt  the  shore 

When  Thames  in  summer  wreaths  is  drest, 

And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  spirit  rest ! 

And  oft  as  Ease  and  Health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forest  deep, 
The  friend  shall  view  yon  whitening  +  spire, 

And  'mid  the  varied  landscape  weep  : 


The  harp  of  ^Eolus. 

Mr.  Thomson  was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 
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And  see,  the  fairy  valleys  fade, 

Dun  night  has  veil'd  the  solemn  view ! 

Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade, 
Meek  nature's  child,  again  adieu  ! 

Long,  long,  thy  stone  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Britons  eyes  ; 

O  vales,  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  ! 

COLLINS, 


A  DOG  ASLEEP  NEAR  HIS  MASTER, 

THRICE  happy  dog !  thou  feel'st  no  woe. 

No  anguish  to  molest 
Thy  peaceful  hours  that  sweetly  flow. 

Alternate  sport  and  rest. 

Man  's  call'd  thy  lord — affliction's  heir ! 

And  sorrow's  only  son ! 
Whilst  he  's  a  slave  to  evVy  care, 

And  thou  art  slave  to  none. 

Blest,  near  thy  master  thus  to  lie, 

And  blest  with  him  to  rove ! 
Uiistain'd  by  guilt  thy  moments  fly. 

On  wings  of  grateful  love. 

Qh  !  that  my  heart,  like  thine,  could  tast« 

The  sweets  of  guiltless  life ! 
Beyond  the  reach  of  passion  plac'd, 

Its-  anguish  and  its  strife. 
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THE  FIRST  SABBATH. 

AND  now  on  earth  the  seventh 
Evening  arose  in  Eden,  for  the  sun 
Was  set,  and  twilight  from  the  east  came  on, 
Fore-runnning  night ;  when  on  the  holy  mount 
Of  heaven's  high-seated  top,  th'  imperial  throne 
Of  Godhead,  fix'd  for  ever  firm  and  sure, 
The  Filial  Power  arriv'd  and  sat  him  down 
With  his  great  Father,  for  he  also  went 
Invisible,  yet  stay'd,  (such  privilege 
Hath  Omnipresence)  and  the  work  ordain'd 
Author  and  end  of  all  things,  and  from  work 
Now  resting,  bless'd  aud  hallow'd  the  seventh  dar. 
As  resting  on  that  day  from  all  his  work, 
But  not  in  silence  holy  kept ;  the  harp 
Had  work  and  rested  not ;  the  solemn  pip<3. 
And  dulcimer,  all  qrgans  of  sweet  stop, 
All  sounds  on  fret  by  string  or  golden  wire 
Temper'd  soft  timings,  intermix  d  with  voice 
Choral  or  unison  :  of  incense,  clouds 
Fuming  from  golden  censers  hid  the  mount. 
Creation  and  the  six  days  acts  they  sung. 


VICISSITUDES  OF  LIFE. 

WHAT  is  youth  ? — a  smiling  sorrow. 
Blithe  to  day,  and  sad  to-morrow ; 
Never  nVd,  for  ever  ranging, 
Laughing,  weeping,  doating,  changing ; 
N 
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"Wild,  capricious,  giddy,  vain, 
Cloy'd  with  pleasure,  nurs'd  with  pain  : 
Age  steals  on  with  wintry  face, 
Ev'ry  rapt'rous  hope  to  chase ; 
Like  a  withered,  sapless  tree, 
Bow'd  to  chilling  Fate's  decree, 
Stripp'd  of  all  its  foliage  gay, 
Drooping  at  the  close  of  day  ; 

-'What  of  tedious  Life  remains  ? 
Keen  regrets  and  cureless  pains  ; 
Till  Death  appears,  a  welcome  friend, 
To  bid  the  scene  of  sorrpw  end. 


TO  THE  RIYER  LODON.. 

AH !  what  a  weary  race  my  feet  have  run, 

Since  first  I  trod  thy  banks  with  aiders  crown'd, 
And   thought  my   way   was   all  through  fairy 
ground, 

Beneath  thy  azure  sky,  and  golden  sun : 

Where  first  my  muse  to  lisp  her  notes  begun ! 
While  pensive  memory  traces  back  the  round 

Which  fills  the  varied  interval  between, 

Much  pleasure,  more  of  sorrow',  marks  the  scene. 
Sweet  native  stream !  those  skies  and  suns  so  pin  * 

No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evening  road  ! 
Yet  still  one  joy  rerrW^.that  not  obscure 

Nor  useless  all  my  vat  .u  i  ive  ilow'd, 

From  youth's  gay  dawn  to      -inhood's   prime 
mature ; 

Nor  ttith  the  Muse's  laurel  unbestow'd. 

T.  WARTON. 
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AVIS  DOM  OF  SUBMISSION. 

SUBMIT — in  this,  or  any  other  sphere, 
Secure  to  be  as  blest  as  thou  canst  bear : 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  disposing  PowV,        * 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 
All  Nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee; 
All  Chance,  Direction  which  thou  canst  not  see; 
All  Discord,  Harmony  not  understood  ; 
All  partial  Evil,  universal  Good : 
And  spite  of  Pride,  in  erring  Reason's  spite, 
One  truth  is  clear,  Whatever  is,  is  right. 

POPE* 


THE  CHURCH-YARD. 

HOW  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  sky ! 

Whore  orbs  of  gold  unnumbered  lie, 
While  through  their  ranks  in  silver  pride 
The  nether  crescent  seems  to  glide. 
The  slumb'ring  breeze  forgets  to  breathe, 
The  lake  is  smooth  and  clear  beneath, 
"\\  hero  once  again  the  spangled  show 
Descends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  aspire, 
In  dimness  from  the  view  retire; 
The  left  presents  a  place  of  gr;iv-     » 
Whose  walls  the  silent  -  .  "*.* ?**>' 
That  steeple  &  --  '''^ubtful  sight 
Amons  tlU''          *ar'.-ofn.ght. 
TluT"  *-••    ""'''  -itf  melancholy  state, 
p  >  'ah  ale  solemn  heaps  of  fate: 
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And  think  as  softly-sad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead, 
Time  was,  like  thee  they  life  possest, 
And  time  shall  be,  that  thon  shall  rest. 

PARNELL, 


THE  DEBTOR. 

CHILDREN  of  affluence,  hear  a  poor  man1! 
pray'r! 

O  haste,  and  free  me  from  this  dungeon's  gloom  I 
Let  not  the  hand  of  comfortless  Despair 

Sink  my  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  tomb  ! 

L^nus'd  Compassion's  tribute  to  demand, 

With  clamorous  din  wake  Charity's  dull  ear, 

Wring  the  slow  aid  from  Pity's  loit'ring  hand, 
WTeave  the  feign  'd  tale,  or  drop  the  ready  tear. 

Far  different  thoughts  employ  'd  my  early  hours, 
To  views  of  bliss,  to  scenes  of  affluence  born; 

The  hand  of  Pleasure  strew'd  my  path  with  flow'r?, 
And  ev'ry  blessing  hail'd  my  youthful  morn. 

Rut.  ah  1  how  quick  the  change  :  the  morning  gleam, 

,<n  V'.'i      '?por'd  my  fancy  with  her  magic  ray, 
Pled  hke  the  b,  ^        yeant  of  a  ^       * 

And  sorrow  cios  a  «fc  pyening  of  my  day< 

Such  is  the-  lot  of  human  bliss  *.  lf)W  j 

Fond  Hope  awhile  the  trembling  -4ioir»ret  re-n. 
Till  unforeseen  descends  the  blight  of  Woe, 

,4nd  withers  in  an  hour  the  pride  of  years. 


MORE. 
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SCOTLAND. 

O  CALEDONIA!  stern  and  wild, 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child ! 
Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood, 
Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood, 
Land  of  my  sire?  !   what  mortal  hand 
Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band, 
That  knits  me  to  thy  nigged  strand! 
Still,  as  I  view  each  well-known  scene, 
Think  what  is  now,  and  what  hath  been, 
Seems  as,  to  me,  of  all  bereft, 
Sole  friends  thy  woods  and  streams  were  left-; 
And  thus  I  love  them  better  still, 
Even  in  extremity  of  ill. 
By  \  arrow's  stream  still  let  me  stray, 
Though  none  should  guide  my  feeble  way  ; 
Still  feel  the  breeze  down  Ettricke  break, 
Although  it  chill  my  withered  cheek; 
Still  lay  my  head  by  Teviot  stone, 
Though  there,  forgotten  and  alone, 
The  Bard  may  draw  his  parting  groan. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 


ODE  TO  INNOCENCE. 

'TWAS  when  the  slow-declining  ray 
Had  ting'd  the  cloud  with  evening  gold  ; 
No  warbler  pour'd  the  melting  lay, 
No  sound  disturb 'd  the  sleeping  fold 

N3 
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When,  by  a  murm'ring  rill  reclin'd, 
Sat  wrapt  in  thought  a  wand'ring  swain  ; 
Calm  peace  compos 'd  his  musing  mind  ; 
And  thus  he  rais'd  the  flowing  strain  : 

"  Hail,  Innocence  !  celestial  maid  ! 
"  What  joys  thy  blushing  charms  reveal  1 
"  Sweet  as  the  arbour's  cooling  shade, 
"  And  milder  than  the  vernal  gale, 

"  Grant,  Heavenly  Pow'r  !  thy  peaceful  SWHJF 
"  May  still  my  ruder  thoughts  controul ; 
"  Thy  hand  to  point  my  dubious  way, 
**  Thy  voice  to  sooth  the  melting  soul, 

"  Far  in  the  shady  sweet  retreat 

"  Let  Thougiit  beguile  the  ling'ring  hour  ! 

"  Let  Quiet  court  the  mossy  seat, 

"  And  twining  olives  from  the  bow'r. 

*'  Let  dove-eyed  Peace  her  wreath  bestow, 
"  And  oft  sit  listening  in  the  dale, 
."  While  Night's  .sweet  warbler  from  the  bough 
"  Tells  to  the  grove  her  plaintive  tale." 

OGILVIE, 


THE  TRANQUIL  SAGE. 

THE  dizzy  dome  be  his 'who  will : 
Be  mine  the  shade,  obscure  and  still. 
Here  while  the  great  in  public  pine, 
Be  dulcet  rest  and  leisure  mine. 
Unknown  to  all  (he  sons  of  pride, 
Smooth  may  my  hours  in  silence  glide. 
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So,  when  the  close  of  life  draws  near, 
Without  a  trouble  or  a  fear, 
Unnotic'd  by  the  world,  may  I 
An  aged  but  a  poor  man  die  ! 
Heavy  the  stroke  of  death  must  fall 
On  him  who,  conversant  with  all, 
Where'er  he  turns  his  anxious  eyes, 
Yet  to  himself  a  stranger,  dies  ! 

POLWHELE 


HARDEST. 

FAREWELL  the  pleasant  violet-scented  shade. 
The  primros'd  hill,  and  daisy-mantled  mead, 

The  furrow'd  land  with  springing  corn  array 'd, 
The  sunny  wall  with  bloomy  branches  spread  ; 

Farewel  the  bow'r  with  blusliing  roses  gay, 
Farewel  the  fragrant  trefoil-purpled  tield  : 

Farewel  the  walk  through  rows  of  new-mown  hay, 
When  ev'ning  breezes  mingled  odours  yield  ; 

Farewel  to  these  : — now  round  the  lonely  farrrte, 
Where  jocund  plenty  deigns  to  fix  her  scat ; 

Th'  autumnal  landscape,  op'ning  all  its  charms, 
Declares  kind  nature's  annual  work  compleat. 

In  diif 'rent  parts  what  diif'rent  views  delight, 
W  lie  re  on  neat  ridges  waves  the  golden  grain  ; 

Or  where  the  bearded  barley,  dazzling  white, 
iSp-VuJs  O\T  the  steepy  slope  or  wide  champaift. 
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The  smile  of  morning  gleams  along  the  hills, 
And  wakeful  labour  calls  her  sons  abroad  : 

They  leave  -with  cheerful'  looks  their  lowly  vills, 
And  bid  the  fields  resign  their  ripen'd  load. 

To  various  tasks  address  the  rustic  band, 

And  here  the  scythe,  and  there  the  sickle  wield  ; 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  sheaves  along  the  land  ; 
Or  range  in  heaps  the  produce  of  the  field. 

Some  build  the  shocks,  some  load  the  spacious  wains, 
Some  lead  to  shelt'ring  b:irns  the  fragrant  corn  ; 

Some  form  tall  ricks,  that  tow'ring  o'er  the  plains,, 
For  many  a  mile  the  rural  yards  ^idorn. 

Th'  inclostire  gates  thrown  open  all  around, 
The  Bubble's  ]x?opled  by  the  gleaning  throng, 

The  rattling  car  with  verdant  branches  -crownrd, 
And  joyful  swains  that  raise  the  clam'rous  song". 

Soon  mark  glad  harvest  o'er. — Ye  rural  lords. 
Whose  wide  domains  o'er  ALBION'S  isle  extend, 

Think  whose  kind  hand  your  annual  wealth  affords-, 
And  bid  to  Ileav'n  your  gratetul  praise  ascend. 


VIRTUE  AND  PFETY. 

"  IS  virtue,  then,  and  piety  the  same  V1 
No  :— piety  is  more  ;  'tis  virtue's  source  ; 
Mother  of  ev'ry  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
With  piety  begins  all  good  oa  earth 
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Conscience,  her  first  law  broken,  wounded  lies  • 

Enfeebled,  lifeless,  impotent  to  good, 

A  feign'd  affection  bounds  her  utmost  power  : 

Some  we  can't  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  sakej 

A  foe  to  God  was  ne W  true  friend  to  man. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  built ; 

And,  on  humanity  much  happiness  ; 

And  yet  still  more  on  piety  itself. 

A  Deity  believ'd,  is  joy  begun  ; 

A  Deity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanc'd  ; 

A  Deity  belov'd,  is  joy  fnatur'd. 

Each  branch  of  piety  delight  inspires  : 

Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  tbe  next, 

O'er  death's  dark  gulph,  and  all  its  horror  hides  j 

Praise,  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 

That  joy  exalts,  and  make  it  sweeter  still ; 

Pray'r  ardent  opens  heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 

Of  glory,  on  the  consecrated  hour 

Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 

YOUNG. 


THE  COMMONWEALTH  OF  BEES. 

SO  work  the  Honey-Bees : 
Creatures,  that  by  a  ruling  nature  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king  and  officers  of  sort: 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home : 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad: 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings, 
^lake  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds  : 
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"Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  homo 

To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 

Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 

The  singing  mason,  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 

The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey; 

The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 

Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate : 

The  sad-ey'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum, 

Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

The  lazy,  yawning  drone. 

SIIAKSPEARE. 


INDOLENCE. 

IN  lowly  dale,  fast  by  a  river's  side, 
With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompassed  round, 
A  most  enchanting  wizard  did  abide. 
Than  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  nowhere  found. 
It  WHS,  I  ween,  a  lovely  spot  of  ground  : 
And  there  a  season  between  June  and  May, 
Half  prankt  with  spring,  with  summer  half  im- 

brown'd, 

A  listless  climate  made,  where,  sooth  to  say, 
No   living  wight  could  work,  nor  cared   even   for 

nlav 

r     J  THOMSON. 

THE  SHEPHERD'S  MONITORS. 

THE  daily  labours  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  soul  to  indusiry. 
Who  can  observe  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want  I 
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My  dog  (the  trustiest  of  his  kind) 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind  ; 
1  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  service  copy  Tray, 
In  constancy  and  nuptial  love, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove  ; 
The  hen  who  from  the  chilly  air, 
With  pious  wing  protects  her  care  ; 
And  ev'ry  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
Instructs  me  in  a  parent's  charge.  - 


THE  THRUSH. 

How  void  of  care  yon  merry  thrush, 
That  tunes  melodious  on  the  bush, 
That  has  no  stores  of  weakh  to  keep, 
No  lands  to  plow,  no  corn  to  reap  ! 

He  never  frets  for  worthless  things, 
But  lives  in  peace  and  sweetly  sings  ; 
Enjoys  the  present  with  his  mate, 
Unmindful  of  to-morrow's  fate, 

Of  true  felicity  possest, 

He  glides  through  life  supremely  blest, 

And  for  his  daily  meal  relies 

On  Him  whose  love  the  world  supplies. 

Rejoic'd  he  fincts  his  morning  fare, 
His  dinner  lies — he  knows  not  where — 
Still  to  th'  unfailing  hand  he  chants 
His  grateful  song,  and  never  wants. 

WILLIAMS. 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CONVENT. 

AM  IDST  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill, 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
Might  well  itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity, 
The  convent's  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,*  nor  rude  is  he, 
"Nor  niggard  of  his  cheer;  the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ;  nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
From  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  Nature's  sheen  to  see. 

Here  in  the  sultriest  season  let  him  rest. 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  aged  trees ; 
Here  winds  of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  his  breast, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze  : 
The  plain  is  far  beneath — oh !  let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 
Here  pierceth  not,  impregnate  with  disease  : 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 
And  gaze,  imtir'd,  the  morn,  the  noon,  die  eve  away. 

LORD  BYRON. 
*  The  Gr«ek  monks  are  so  called. 


FOLLY  OF  RESTLESSNESS. 

Short  is  our  span,  then  why  engage 

In  schemes  for  which  man's  transient  age 

Was  ne'er  by  Fate  design 'd  'I 
Why  slight  the  gifts  of  Nature's  hand  ? 
What  wanderer  from  his  native  land 

E'er  left  himself  behind  ? 
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The  restless  thought  and  wayward  will, 
And  discontent,  attend  him  still, 

Nor  quit  him  while  he  lives  ; 
At  sea,  Care  follows  in  the  wind  ; 
At  land,  it  mounts  the  pad  behind, 

Or  with  the  post-boy  drives. 

He  who  rould  happy  live  to-day, 
Must  laugh  die  present  ills  away, 

Nor  think  of  woes  to  come  ; 
For  come  they  will,  or  soon  or  late, 
Since  mix'd  at  best  is  man's  estate, 

By  Heav'n's  eternal  doom. 

HASTINGS. 


THE  VILLAGE  ALEHOUSE. 

"NEAR  yonder  thorn  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  eye, 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughts 

inspir'd, 

"Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retired, 
Where  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound, 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  splendors  of  that  festive  place ; 
The  white- wash'd  wall,  the  nicely-sanded  floor, 
The  varnish 'd  clock  that  click'd  hehind  the  door ; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  payt 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  draw'rs  by  day  ; 
O 
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The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  J^e, 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  aspen  boughs,  and  flow'rs,  and  fennel  gay ; 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wisely  kept  tor  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  row. 

GOLDSMITH. 


ADVANTAGES  OF  TOIL. 

BEHOLD  the  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toilg 
In  dust,  in  rain,  in  cold,  and  sultry-  skies: 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  the  flood, 
Nought  anxious  he  what  sickly  stars  ascend. 
He  knows  no  laws  by  Esculapius  given, 
He  studies  none.     Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infest,  nor  those  envenom'd  shafts  that  fly 
When  rabid  Sirius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
Robust  with  labour,  and  by  custom  steel'd 
To  ev'ry  casualty  of  varied  life ; 
Serene  he  bears  the  peevish  Eastern  blast, 
And  uninfected  breathes  the  mortal  South. 

Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  sober  Hie, 
Of  labour  such.     By  health  the  peasant's  toil 
Is  well  repaid,  if  exercise  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temp'rance  pain.     By  arts  like  these 
Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  sons  ; 
And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  urg'd  their  way 
Unhurt,  thro'  ev'ry  toil,  in  ev'ry  clime. 

ARMSTRONG. 
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VOYAGE  OF  COLUMBUS. 

WHO  but  he  undaunted  could  explore 
A  world  of  waves — a  sea  without  a  shore, 
Trackless,  and  vast,  and  wild,  as  that  reveafd 
When  round  the  Ark  the  birds  of  tempest  wheel'd! 
When  all  was  still  in  the  destroying  hour — 
No  sign  of  man !  no  vestige  of  his  pow'r ! 
Look  where  he  would — for  ever  as  he  turned, 
He  met  the  eye  ot  one  that  inly  mourn'd. 
Then  sunk  his  generous  spirit,  and  he  wept, 
The  friend,  the  father  rose;  the  hero  slept. 

ROGERS. 


THE  FADED  FLOWERS. 

THE  garlands  fade  that  spring  so  lately  wove, 

Each  simple  flo\v'r  which  she  had  nurs'd  in  dew, 
Anemonies,  that  sr^i.gied  every  grove, 

The  primrose  wan,  and  hare-bell  mildly  blue. 
No  more  shall  violets  linger  in  the  dell, 

Or  purple  orchis  variegate  the  plain, 
Till  spring  again  shall  call  forth  every  bell, 

And  dress  with  humid  hands  her  wreaths  again.—- 
Ah  !  poor  humanity  !  so  frail,  so  fair 

Are  the  fond  visions  of  thy  early  day, 
Till  tyrant  passion  and  corrosive  care 

Bid  all  thy  fairy  colours  fade  away! 
Another  May  new  buds  and  flow'rs  shall  bring  ; 
All  1  why  iias  happiness — no  second  spring  ? 

MRS.  SMITH 

02 
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ODE  TO  THE  GLOW-WORM. 

BRIGHT  stranger,  welcome  to  my  field ; 
Here  feed  in  safety,  here  thy  radiance  yield : 

To  me,  oh,  nightly  be  thy  splendour  giv'n ! 
Oh,  could  a  wish  ot  mine  the  skies  command, 
How  would  I  gem  thy  leaf  w:th  lib'ral  hand, 

With  ev'ry  sweetest  dew  of  heav'n  ! 

Say,  dost  thou  kindly  light  the  fairy  train, 
Amid  their  gambols  on  the  stilly  plain, 

Hanging  thy  lamp  upon  the  moisten'd  blade  ? 
What  lamp  so  fit,  so  pure  as  thine, 
Amid  the  gentle  elfin  band  to  shine, 

And  chase  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  shade  I 

Oh !  may  no  feather'd  foe  disturb  thy  bow'r, 
And  with  barbarian  beak  thy  life  devour ! 

Oh  !  may  no  ruthless  torrent  ot  the  sky, 
Overwhelming,  force  thee  from  thy  de\vy  seat ; 
Nor  tempests  tear  thee  from  thy  green  retreat, 

And  bid  thee  'mid  the  humming  myriads  die  ! 

Queen  of  the  insect  world,  what  leaves  delight ! 

Of  such  these  willing  hands  a  bow'r  shall  form, 
To  guard  thee  from  the  rushing  rains  of  night, 

And  hide  thee  from  the  wild  wing  of  the  storm. 

Sweet  child  of  stillness !  'mid  the  awful  calm 
Of  pausing  Nature  thou  art  pleas 'd  to  dwell ; 

In  happy  silence  to  enjoy  thy  balm, 

And  shed  through  life  a  lustre  round  thy  cell. 

WOLCOT. 
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FLEETNESS  OF  TIME. 

\Vritten  at  Weston-super-Mare,  on  the  Coast  of  Somer- 
setshire. 

WAS  it  but  yesterday  I  heard  the  roar 
Of  these  white  coursiiig  waves,  and  trod  this  shore, 
A  young  and  playful  child, — but  yesterday  ? 
Now  I  return,  with  locks  of  scattered  grey, 
And  wasted  strength;  for  many,  many  years 
Have  pass'd,  some  mark'd  by  joy,  and  some  by 

tears, 

Since  last  we  parted  :  as  T  gaze  around, 
I  think  of  Time's  fleet  step,  that  makes  no  sound 

In  yonder  vale,  beneath  the  hill-top  tow'r, 
My  father  deck'd  the  village  Pastor's  bow'r : 
Now  he,  and  all,  between  whose  knees  I  play'd, 
( -old,  in  the  narrow  cell  of  death  are  laid. 
"  My  Father  !"  to  the  lonely  surge  I  sigh — 
'•My  Father  •"  the  lone  surge  seems  to  reply. 

Yet  the  same  shells  and  sea-weeds  seem  to  strew 
This  sandy  margin,  as  when  life  was  new. 

I  mourn  not  Time's  inevitable  tide, 
NVhose  swift  career,  ten  thousand  feel  beside ; 
J  mourn  not  for  the  days  that  are  no  more ; 
But  come,  a  stranger,  Weston,  to  thy  shore, 
[n  search  of  Ploalth,  alone,  and  woo  the  breeze, 
That  wanders  o'er  thy  solitary  seas  ; 
To  chase  the  mists  from  these  oppressed  eyes, 
And  renovate  life's  languid  energies. 

O  3  BOWLES. 
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THE  ROSE. 

THE  Rose  had  been  wash'd,  just  wash'd  in  a 
show'r, 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  convey 'd ; 
The  plentiful  moisture  incumber'd  the  flower, 

And  weigh 'd  down  its  beautiful  head. 
The  cup  was  all  fill'd,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet, 

And  it  seem'd,  to  a  fanciful  view, 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret, 

On  the  flourishing  bush  where  it  grew. 
I  hastily  seiz'd  it,  unfit  as  it  was 

For  a  nosegay,  so  dripping  and  drown'd, 
And  swinging  it  rudely  (too  rudely,  alas  !) 

I  snapp'd  it — it  fell  to  the  ground. 
And  such,  I  exclaim'd,  is  the  pitiless  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind, 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heart 

Already  to  sorrow  resigned. 
This  elegant  Rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 

Might  have  bloom'd  with  its  owner  awhile ; 
And  the  tear  that  is  wip'd  with  a  little  address, 

May  be  follow'd,  perhaps,  by  a  smile. 

COWPER. 

^•^*s^s*^ 

A  TURKISH  WARRIOR. 

HIS  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside, 
His  brow  no  high-crown'd  turban  bore, 

But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red, 

"NVreath'd   lightly  round,  his  temples  wore  : — 
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That  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  the  gem 

Were  worthy  of  a  diadem, 

No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist, 

Where  pistols  unadorn'd  were  braced. 

And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung, 

And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 

The  cloak  of  white  —  the  thin  capote 

That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote  : 

Beneath  —  bis  golden  plated  vest 

Clung  like  a  cuirass  to  his  breast  — 

The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 

With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 

LORD    BYRON. 


THE  DISTANT  HOME. 

F/EX  now  I  see 

The  lowly  lovely  dwelling !  even  now 
Behold  the  woodbine  clasping  its  white  walls. 
And  hear  the  fearless  redbreasts  chirp  around 
To  ask  their  morning  meal.     For  I  was  wont, 
With  friendly  hand,  to  give  their  morning  meal; 
Was  wont  to  love  their  song,  when  ling'ring  morn 
Streak'd  o'er  the  chilly  landscape  the  dim  light, 
And  thro1  the  open  lattice  hung  my  head 
To  view  the  snow-drops  bud ;  and  thence  at  eve, 
When  mildly  fading  sunk  the  summer  sun, 
Oft  have  I  lov'd  to  mark  the  rook's  slow  course, 
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And  hear  his  hollow  croak,  what  time  he  sought 
The  church-yard   elm,  whose   wide  -embow 'ring 

boughs, 

Full  foliag'd,  half  eonceal'd  the  house  of  God. 

SOUTHEY. 


THE  INVENTION  OF  LETTERS. 
TELL  me  what  Genius  did  the  art  invent, 
The  lively  image  of  the  voice  to  paint ; 
Who  first  the  secret  how  to  colour  sound, 
And  to  give  shape  to  reason,  wisely  found  ; 
With  bodies  how  to  clothe  ideas,  taught ; 
And  how  to  draw  the  picture  of  a  thought : 
Who  taught  the  hand  to  speak,  the  eye  to  hear 
A  silent  language  roving  far  and  near ; 
Whose  softest  noise  outstrips  loud  thunder's  sound, 
And  spreads  her  accents  thro'  the  world's  vast  round  3 
A  voice  heard  by  the  deaf,  spoke  by  the  dumb, 
Whose  echo  reaches  long,  long  time  to  come ; 
Which  dead  men  speak,  as  well  as  those  alive — 
Tell  me  what  Genius  did  this  art  conceive  ? 


THE   ANSWER. 

THE  noble  art  to  Cadmus  owes  its  rise 
Of  painting  words,  and  speaking  to  the  eyes  ; 
He  first  in  wondrous  magic  fetters  bound 
The  airy  voice,  and  stopp'd  the  flying  sound  ; 
The  various  figures,  by  his  pencil  wrought, 
Gave  colour  form,  and  body  to  the  thought. 
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FRAILTY  OF  BEAUTY. 

HOW  frail  is  Beauty's  bloom! 
The  dimpled  cheek — the  sparkling  eye, 
Scarce  seen,  before  their  wonders  fly 

To  decorate  a  tomb  ! 

Then,  since  this  fleeting  breath 
Is  but  the  zephyr  of  a  day, 
Let  conscience  make  each  minute  gay, 

And  brave  the  shafts  of  death  • 

And  let  the  gen'rous  mind 
With  Pity  view  the  erring  throng, 
Applaud  thfe  right,  forgive  the  wrong, 

And  feel  for  all  mankind. 


THE  WISH. 

HOW  short  is  life's  uncertain  space  I 

Alas  !  how  quickly  done  ! 
How  swift  the  wild  precarious  chace  I 
And  yet  how  difficult  the  race, 

How  very  hard  to  run  ! 

Youth  stops  at  first  its  wilful  ears 

To  Wisdom's  prudent  voice  ; 
Till  now  arrived  to  riper  years, 
Experienc'd  age,  worn  out  with  cares, 
Repents  its  earlier  choice. 
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What  though  its  prospects  now  appear 

So  pleasing  and  refin'd  ; 
Yet  groundless  hope  and  anxious  fear 
By  turns  the  busy  moments  share, 

And  prey  upon  the  mind. 

Since  then  false  joys  our  fancy  cheat 

With  hopes  of  real  bliss  ; 
Ye  guardian  Pow'r  that  rule  my  fate  I 
The  only  wish  that  I  create 

Is  all  comprised  in  this  : 

May  I  through  life's  uncertain  tide 

Be  still  from  pain  exempt ; 
May  all  my  wants  be  still  supply'd 
My  state  too  low  t'  admit  of  pride, 
And  yet  above  contempt. 

But  should  your  Providence  divine 

A  greater  bliss  intend  ; 
May  all  those  blessings  you  design 
(If  e'er  those  blessings  shall  be  mine) 

Be  centered  in  a  friend. 


TO  A  REDBREAST. 

LITTLE  bird,  with  bosom  red, 
Welcome  to  my  humble  shed  ! 
Daily  near  my  table  steal, 
While  I  pick  my  scanty  meal. 
Doubt  not,  little  though  there  be, 
But  I'll  cast  a  crumb  to  thee : 
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Well  rewarded,  if  I  spy 
Pleasure  in  thy  glancing  eye  ; 
See  thce,  when  thou'st  eat  thy  fill, 
Plume  thy  breast,  and  wipe  thy  bill, 
Come,  my  feather VI  friend,  again  ! 
Well  thou  know 'at  the  broken  pane. 

ULNGIIQB3E. 


THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOUL. 

VITAL  spark  of  heav'nly  flame  I 

Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  trame ! 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  dying! 
Cease,  fond  Nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And  let  me  languish  into  life. 

Hark  !  they  whisper  ;  angels  say, 

Sister  spirit  come  away. 

What  is  this  absorbs  me  quite, 

Steals  my  senses,  shuts  my  sight, 
Drowns  my  spirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  Soul,  can  this  be  Death .' 

The  world  recedes !  it  disappears  ! 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes  !  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring  : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings!  I  mount,  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave  1  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  sting  ? 

POPE. 
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A  POPULOUS  CITY. 

THIS  ancient  city 
Sits  amidst  nature's  smiles ! 
Nor  from  her  highest  turret  has  to  view 
But  golden  landscapes  and  luxuriant  scenes, 
A  waste  of  wealth,  the  store-house  of  the  world  ; 
Here  fruitful  vales  far  stretching  Hy  the  sight, 
There  sails  unnumber'd  whiten  all  the  stream, 
While  from  the  banks  full  twenty  thousand  cities 
Survey  their  pride,  and  see  their  gilded  towers 
Float  on  the  waves,  and  break  against  the  shore. 

Various  nations  meet 
As  in  a^sea,  yet  not  conn* n'd  in  space, 
But  streaming  freely  thro'  the  spacious  streets 
Which  send  forth  millions  at  each  brazen  gate ; 
Whene'er  the  trumpet  calls,  high  over  head 
On  the  broad  walls  the  chariots  bound  along. 

YOUNG. 


THE  GOLDEN  RULE. 

COME,  let  us  search  our  ways,  and  try 
Have  they  been  just  and  right  ? 

Is  the  great  rule  of  equity 
Our  practice  and  delight  ? 

What  we  would  have  our  neighbour  do, 

Have  we  still  done  the  same  ? 
And  ne'er  delay 'd  to  pay  his  due, 

Nor  injure  his  good  name  ? 
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Have  we  not  found  our  envy  grow, 

To  hear  another's  praise  ? 
Nor  robb'd  him  of  his  honour  due, 

By  sly,  malicious  ways  ? 

In  all  we  sell  and  all  we  buy, 

Is  honesty  our  guide  ? 
Does  thirst  of  gain,  from  virtue's  path, 

Ne'er  draw  our  feet  aside  ? 

Then  may  we  raise  our  modest  pray'r 

To  God,  the  just  and  kind ; 
May  humbly  cast  on  him  our  care, 

And  hope  his  grace  to  find. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE. 

WHILE  night  in  solemn  shade  invests  the  pale, 
And  calm  reflection  sooths  the  pensive  soul, 
While  reason  undisturb'd  asserts  her  sway, 
And  life's  deceitful  colours  fade  away  ; 
To  thee  !  a  11 -conscious  Presence  !  1  devote 

'his  peaceful  interval  of  sober  thought : 

fore  all  my  better  faculties  confine  ; 
And  be  this  hour  of  sacred  silence  thine  ! 
If,  by  the  day's  illusive  scenes  misled, 

ly  ernng  soul  from  virtue's  path  has  stray 'd  ; 

1\  calmer  thoughts  the  wretched  choice  reprove, 

LIU!  my  best  hopes  are  center'd  in  thy  love. 

)epriv\l  of  this,  can  one  joy  afford? 

ts  utmost  boast  a  vain  unmeaning  word. 
P 
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But,  ah  I  how  oft  my  lawless  passions  rove, 
And  break  those  awful  precepts  I  approve  ! 
Oft,  when  thy  better  Spirit's  guardian  care 
Warn'd  my  fond  soul  to  shun  the  tempting  snare, 
My  stubborn  will  his  gentle  aid  repressed, 
And  check 'd  the  rising  goodness  in  my  breast. 

With  grief  oppressed,  and  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
Should*  thou  condemn,  I  own  thy  sentence  just. 
But,  oh  !  thy  softer  titles  let  me  claim, 
And  plead  my  cause  by  Mercy's  gentle  name. 
Mercy !  that  wipes  the  penitential  tear, 
And  dissipates  the  horrors  of  despair  ; 
From  righteous  justice  steals  the  vengeful  hour, 
Softens  the  dreadful  attribute  of  pow'r, 
Disarms  the  wrath  of  an  offended  God, 
And  seals  my  pardon  in  a  Saviour's  blood  ! 

All-powerful  Grace,  exert  thy  gentle  sway, 
And  teach  my  rebel  passions  to  obey  ; 
Lest  lurking  Folly,  with  insidious  art, 
Regain  my  volatile  inconstant  heart ! 
•Shall  every  high  resolve  Devotion  frames 
Be  only  lifeless  sounds  and  specious  names  ? 
Oh  rather,  while  thy  hopes  and  fears  controul, 
In  this  still  hour,  each  motion  of  my  soul, 
Secure  its  safety  by  a  sudden  doom, 
And  be  the  soft  retreat  of  sleep  my  tomb  ! 
Calm  let  me  slumber  in  that  dark  repose, 
Till  the  last  morn  its  orient  beam  disclose : 
Then,  when  the  great  archangel's  potent  sound 
Shall  echo  thro'  creation's  ample  round, 
\Vak'd  from  the  sleep  of  death,  with  joy  survey 
The  opening  splendours  of  eternal  day. 

MRS.  CARTER. 
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REFLECTIONS  ON  LIFE. 

TO-MORROW,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 
That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  :  it  is  a  tale, 
Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  sound  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing. 

SHAKSPEARE. 


THE  ANCIENT  SCOTTISH  CHRISTMAS. 

WELL  our  Christian  sires  of  old 
Loved  when  the  year  its  course  had  rolled, 
And  brought  blithe  Christmas  back  again, 
With  all  his  hospitable  train. 
Domestic  and  religious  rite 
Gave  honour  to  the  holy  night : 
On  Christmas  eve  the  bells  were  rung  ; 
On  Christmas  eve  the  mass  was  sung ; 
That  only  night,  in  all  the  year, 
Saw  the  stoled  priest  the  chalice  rear. 
The  damsel  donned  her  kirtle  sheen  ; 
The  hall  was  dressed  with  holly  green  ; 
Forth  to  the  wood  did  merry -men  go, 
To  gather  in  the  misletoe. 
Then  opened  wide  the  baron *s  hall 
To  vassal,  tenant,  serf,  and  all  j 
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Power  laid  his  rod  of  rule  aside, 
And  Ceremony  doffed  his  pride. 
The  heir,  with  roses  in  his  shoes, 
That  night  might  village  partner  chuse  ; 
The  lord,  underogating,  share 
The  vulgar  game  of"  post  and  pair." 
All  hailed,  with  uncontrolled  delight, 
And  general  voice,  the  happy  night, 
That  to  the  cottage,  as  the  crown, 
Brought  tidings  of  salvation  down. 

The  fire,  with  well-dried  logs  supplied, 
Went  roaring  up  the  chimney  wide  ; 
The  huge  hall-table's  oaken  face, 
Scrubbed  till  it  shone,  the  day  to  grace, 
Bore  them  upon  its  massive  board 
No  mark  to  part  the  squire  and  lord. 
Then  was  broaght  in  the  lusty  brawn 
By  old  blue-coated  serving-man  ; 
Then  the  grim  boar's-head  frowned  on  high, 
Crested  with  bays  and  rosemary. 
Well  can  the  green-garbed  ranger  tell, 
How,  when,  and  where,  the  monster  fell; 
What  dogs  before  his  death  he  tore, 
And  all  the  baiting  of  a  boar. 
The  wassel  round,  in  good  brown  bowls, 
Garnished  with  ribbons,  blithely  trowls. 
There  the  hugh  surloin  reeked  ;  hard  by 
Plumb-porridge  stood,  and  Christmas  pye  ; 
Nor  failed  old  Scotland  to  produce, 
At  such  high  tide,  her  savoury  goose. 
Then  came  the  merry  masquers  in, 
And  carols  roared  with  blithesome  din  ; 
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If  unmelodious  was  the  song, 

It  was  a  hearty  note,  and  strong. 

Who  lists  may  in  the  mumming  see 

Traces  of  ancient  mystery ; 

White  shirts  supplied  the  masquerade, 

And  smutted  cheeks  die  visors  made  ; 

But,  O  !  what  masquers,  richly  dight, 

Can  boast  of  bosoms  half  so  light  ! 

England  was  merry  England,  when 

Old  Christmas  brought  his  sports  again. 

'Twas  Christmas  broached  the  mightiest  ale  , 

'Twas  Christmas  told  the  merriest  tale ; 

A  Christmas  gambol  oft  would  cheer 

The  poor  man's  heart  through  half  the  year. 

WALTER    SCOTT. 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM. 

HOW  happy  is  the  man  who  hears 
Instruction's  warning  voice ; 

And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early  only  choice  ; 

For  she  has  treasures  greater  far, 
Than  East  or  West  unfold  ; 

And  her  reward  is  more  secure, 
Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years  : 
And  in  her  left,  the  prize  of  fame 

And  honour  bright  appears. 
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She  guides  the  young  with  innocence, 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread : 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 

Upon  the  hoary  head. 
According  as  her  labours  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase  ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 

And  all  her  paths  and  peace. 


DESCRIPTION   OF  THE  VANN  MOUN- 
TAIN. 

HIGH  o'er  the  town,*  in  morning  smiles, 
The  blue  Vann  heav'd  his  deep  defiles  ; 
And  rang'd  like  champions  for  the  fight, 
Basking  in  sun-beams  on  our  right, 
Rose  the  Black  Mountains,  that  surround 
That  far-fam'd  spot  of  holy  ground, 
Llanthony,  dear  to  monkish  tale, 
And  still  the  pride  of  Ewais  Vale. 
No  road-side  cottage  smoke  was  seen, 
Or  rarely,  on  the  village  green 
No  youths  appear'd,  in  spring-tide  dress, 
In  ardent  play,  or  idleness. 
Brown  wav'd  the  harvest,  dale  and  slope 
Exulting  bore  a  nation's  hope  ; 
Sheaves  rose  as  far  as  sight  could  range, 
And  every  mile  was  but  a  change 
Of  peasants  lab'ring,  lab'ring  still, 
And  climbing  many  a  distant  hill.        BLOOMFIELD. 

*  Brecknock,  in  South  Wales. 
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MUTABILITY  OF  LIFE. 

NOW  the  golden  Mora  aloft 
Waves  her  dew-bespangled  wing, 
With  vermil  cheek,  and  whisper  soft, 
She  wooes  the  tardy  Spring : 
Till  April  starts,  and  calls  around 
The  sleeping  fragrance  from  the  ground ; 
And  lightly  o'er  the  living  scene 
Scatters  his  freshest,  tenderest  green. 

New-bora  flocks,  in  rustic  dance, 
Frisking  ply  their  feeble  feet ; 
Forgetful  of  their  wintry  trance 
The  birds  his  presence  greet : 
But  chief,  the  Sky-Lark  warbles  high 
His  trembling  thrilling  extacy ; 
And,  lessening  from  the  dazzled  sight, 
Molts  into  air  and  liquid  light. 

Yesterday  the  sullen  year 
Saw  the  snowy  whirlwind  fly  ; 
Mute  was  the  music  of  the  air, 
The  herd  stood  drooping  by  : 
Their  raptures  now  that  wildly  flow, 
Xo  yesterday,  nor  morrow  know  ; 
'Tis  man  alone  that  joy  descries 
With  forward,  and  reverted  eyes. 

Smiles  on  past  Misfortune's  brow, 
Soft  Reflection's  hand  can  trace  ; 
And  o'er  the  cheek  of  Sorrow  throw 
A  melancholy  grace  : 
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While  hope  prolongs  our  happier  hour ; 
Or  deepest  shades,  that  dimly  lower 
And  blacken  round  our  weary  way, 
Gilds  with  a  gleam  of  distant  day. 

Still,  where  rosy  Pleasure  leads, 
See  a  kindred  Grief  pursue  ; 
Behind  ^fti  steps  that  Misery  treads 
Approaching  Comfort  view  : 
The  hues  of  bliss  more  brightly  glow, 
Chastis'd  by  sabler  tints  of  woe ; 
And  blended  form,  with  artful  strife, 
The  strength  and  harmony  of  life. 

See  the  wretch,  that  long  has  tost 
On  the  thorny  bed  of  pain, 
At  length  repair  his  vigour  lost, 
And  breathe,  and  walk  again  : 
The  meanest  floweret  of  the  vale, 
The  simplest  note  that  sweHs  the  gale, 
The  common  sun,  the  air,  the  skies, 
To  him  are  opening  paradise. 


MENTAL    BEAUTY    PREFERABLE    TO 
PERSONAL. 

BUT  leave  we  not  the  gentle  Isabel 
Unsung,  tho'  nature  on  her  cheek  no  rose 
Has  planted,  and  the  lily  blossom  there 
Without  a  rival — Look  within,  and  learn 


POETICAL    MORALIST.  1?7 

That  nature  often  on  the  mind  bestows 

What  she  denies  the  face. — Oh,  she  is  kind, 

And  gives  to  ev'ry  man  his  proper  gift, 

To  make  him  needful  in  the  land  he  lives. 

There  is  not  inequality-*)  strange 

'Twixt  man  and  man,"as  haughty  wits  suppose. 

The  beggar  treads  upon  the  monarch's  heel 

For  excellence,  and  often  wears  a  heart 

Of  noble  temper,  under  filth  and  rags  : 

While  he  that  reigns,  in  spite  of  outward  pomp, 

Is  mean  and  beggarly  within,  and  far  outweigh'd 

By  the  offensive  lazar  at  his  gate. 

TV  unlettered  fool  that  daily  steers  the  plough, 

With  vacant  head,  and  heart  as  unimproved 

As  the  dull  brute  he  drives,  gives  to  the  world 

A  necessary  good,  which  all  thy  pains, 

Ingenious  Critic,  or  thy  deep  research, 

Profound  Philosopher,  thy  preaching,  Clerk, 

Thy  prattle,  Lawyer,  or  thy  grave  demurs, 

Costly  Physician,  hardly  shall  exceed. 

The  kingly  tulip  captivates  the  eye, 

But  smelt  we  loath,  while  the  sweet  violet, 

That  little  beauty  boasts,  hid  from  the  sight 

With  such  a  fragrant  perfume  hits  the  sense 

As  makes  us  love  ere  we  behold.     And  so 

The  gaudy  peacock  of  the  feather'd  race 

The  noblest  seems,  till  the  sweet  note  be  heard 

That  nightly  cheers  the  musing  poet's  ear 

Under  the  thorny  brake  ;  and  then  we  grant, 

That  little  Philomel,  so  unadorn'd, 

Needs  not  the  aid  of  plumes.     So,  Isabel, 

Internal  worth  upon  thy  cheek  bestows 
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A  rose's  beauty,  tho'  no  rose  be  there. 

A  heart  that  almost  breaks  to  be  rebuk'd, 

A  mind  inform 'd,  yet  fearful  to  be  seen, 

Kept  by  a  tongue  that  neve?  but  at  home, 

And  cautious  then,  its  goW°n  trust  betrays — 

These  are  thy  charms,  and'friey  are  charms  for  me, 

And  in  my  eye  as  sweet  a  grace  bestow, 

As  matchless  beauty,  trick'd  in  airy  smiles 

And  suit  of  fantasy,  what  time  she  trips 

With  foot  inaudible  the  sprightly  round 

Of  fairy  dance,  outshining  ev'ry  §tar, 

And  planet  of  the  night.     And  these  shall  last, 

As  morniag^  fair  and  fresh'  as  amaranth, 

When  all  thy  triumphs,  Beauty,  are  no  more. 

nuRDis. 


A  FRIEND. 

WHAT  ought  we  most  on  earth  to  prize, 
What  most  can  please  our  longing  eyes, 
And  make  our  sinking  spririts  rise  ? 

A  friend. 

Wiio  cheers  us  wfien  we  tire  and  faint, 
Who  listens  to  our  weak  complaint, 
And  guides  us  too  without  restraint  ? 

A  friend. 

When  black  misfortune's  train  appears, 
Who  quells  our  rising  troubled  fears, 
And  with  attentive  patience  heare  ? 

A  friend. 
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And  when  disease  invades  our  frame, 
Who  then  allays  the  burning  flame, 
( ) !  what  more  precious  than  the  name  ? 
A  friend. 

When  death  (grim  tyrant)  throws  his  dart, 
Then  who  pours  balm  into  our  heart  ? 
Who  then  relieves  the  painful  smart  ? 

A  friend ; 

Sustains,  upholds  our  sinking  mind, 
With  worldly  pleasures  strong  confin'd, 
Oh  1  what  supporting  power  we  find  ! 

A  friend. 

Then  if  below,  while  here  we  stray, 
Along  life's  thorny  dangerous  way, 
Kind  heav'n  shall  grant  us,  when  we  pray, 
A  friend ; 

We  ought  contentedly  to  rest, 
And  think  ourselves  supremely  blest, 
For  who  can  calm  our  troubled  breast  ? 
A  friend. 


WOLSEY'S  ADVICE  TO  CROMWELL. 

CROMWELL,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thou  hast  tbrc'd  me, 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman — 
Let's  dry  our  eyes  :  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell ; 
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And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be, 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  must  more  be  heard  ;  say  then  I  taught  tliee  • 
Say,  Wolsey  that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 
And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shoals  of  honour, 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in  ; 
A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd  it. 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me  : 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition  : 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels  ;  how  can  man  then 
(The  image  of  his  maker)  hope  to  win  by't? 
Love  thy  self  last :  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate  thee  : 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still  in  thy  right-hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  silence  envious  tongues.     Be  just,  and  fear  not. 
Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st,  be  thy  country's, 
Thy  God's,  and  truth's ;  then  if  thou  fall'st,  O  Crom- 
well, 
Thou  jfall'st  a  blessed  martyr. 

6HAKSPEARE. 


Printed  by  JAMES  ROBBINS,  Winchester. 
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